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Jack Butler

I say raise hell or give up paradise.
I say raise hell or give up paradise.
I say raise hell from early in the ayem.
(You understand don’t mean actual mayhem—
the only blood shed here is theory’s ice
producing coolant: Nice, oh very nice,
and it ll fit so nicely in your poem
I say raise hell or else it’s one more gray hymn
to woe-beclouded self, the martyr’s price:
Oh pay me pay me pay me your esteem
for all the ah god suffering I do.
Which is the kind of racket makes you think
maybe there really isn’t nothing new.
I say give the audience a dream, a scream,
an ice-cream emperor, and one quick wink.

7 ■

https://egrove.olemiss.edu/yr/vol9/iss1/50

8

Editors: Volume 9 (2004): Complete issue

Yalobusha Review

Lisa Robinson

► 8

Published by eGrove, 2004

9

Yalobusha Review, Vol. 9 [2004], Art. 50
Yalobusha Review

Jack Pendarvis

The Poet I Know
The poet is pregnant.
I keep saying, “You should name the baby after me.” I say, “It’s a good
name for a boy or girl.” I say a lot of other things.
I’m not serious am I?
My buddy Hodge likes to tell me I’m bit self-absorbed, but I
don’t know.
I ponder it all the time.
For example, the poet puts her friends’ names in her poems. I keep
thinking, when is she going to put me in a poem?
Like how about the time we saw that sunset?
that self-absorbed?
Of course was drunk and talked all the way through the sunset.
Like, “Look at that!”
Like, “Wow!”
Like, “I think I saw a fish!”
The poet said, because the sun was a fierce dot above the bay, casting a
rope of fire toward us on the water, “An exclamation point.”
I said, “I was just going to say that!”
I said, “I was going to say a Spanish exclamation point!”
I said, “Because it’s upside down!”
The sun plunged all of a sudden and you could feel the temperature drop
just as the poet had predicted.
What had happened that day?
Let me start over.
Hodge and I had been out of work for some time. We decided to become
writers. We were getting old and as long as our lives were in shambles what
did we have to lose? We thought, “It’s now or never.”
I called the poet’s husband to ask him how to become a writer.
“Well, you could start by going to some of these conferences,” said the
poet’s husband.
The poet’s husband and had been friends since early childhood. He had
become a famous novelist. He was my “contact.”
Hodge and I drove down to the Conference of Southern Authors. Our
wives stayed behind.
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We went to the opening night reading.
First there was a story about a guy who drank too much and harbored
bad thoughts about himself. He had one last shot to make good.
Somebody else read about the marvelous and eventful tea party that Mrs.
Magnolia P. Dillblossom threw for her rebellious daughter Topsy.
Then came a tale where everybody had names like “T-Toe” and “Little
Jay Joe” and “Moedine” and slept in pick-up trucks with dogs and chickens
and talked about their “britches” and
on.
Well, Hodge and I kept nudging each other. So this was writing!
Writing was going to be a piece of cake!
“What are your influences?” somebody asked the panel.
Everybody said Faulkner.
I wrote in my notebook: “Read Faulkner.”
The next day we got there early. Listless, bent writers decorated the lawn
of the converted church where the next reading would be held. It wasn’t
noon by a long shot but some of the writers clearly cradled beer in plastic
cups. It seemed appealing.
I introduced Hodge to the poet’s husband.
“Where can we get a beer?” I said. “Or is that just for writers?”
“Come on,” said the poet’s husband. “We’ll go to the bar where I lost
my coat last night.”
We headed for the car.
“Will we be back in time for the reading?” I said.
They can’t start without me,” said the poet’s husband. “I need to find
my coat anyway. Either I lost it or
stole it.” (He named a certain
drunken writer.)
We drove around the corner to a little shack that smelled like fish. All the
doors were open so things were lit that shouldn’t have been lit. Stools,
forlorn, showed their pale stuffing, for example. Tin and concrete
everywhere, startled by the sun. There was just room for Hodge, the poet’s
husband, and myself at the small bar, at the end of which a sulky stranger
stood drinking.
“Did anybody turn in a coat last night?” the poet’s husband asked the
woman tending bar.
“ this it?” she said, holding up a coat.
“No, it was a nice coat.”
“What’s a nice coat? Nobody turned in a nice coat. You wouldn’t happen
to be, would you?”
To our surprise, she named the same drunken writer to whom the poet’s
husband had recently alluded.
“
that’s me, why do you ask?” said the poet’s husband.
The bartender handed him an American Express gold card.
“This isn’t really me,” said the poet’s husband. “ know him, though. I
was here last night, remember? I was in here with him.”
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The bartender looked doubtful.
“I’m about to see him in fifteen minutes. I tell you what, put a round of
drinks on this card. He won’t mind. He’s a sweet man. Buy a drink for that
guy, too.” He pointed to the end of the bar.
The sulky stranger brightened.
“Hey,” he said.
The bartender looked doubtful.
“Come on, he’s a sweet man. He’d want to reward us for finding his
card. We’re friends of his. Remember, he was making up songs? He was really
funny? Another guy was playing guitar?”
“That’s right,” said the bartender.
“Come on, one round of drinks. I’ll sign for him. He’s a sweet man.”
She said okay.
We all ordered drinks and had a great laugh.
The poet’s husband fingered the gold card. “ ought to buy a coat with
this,” he said. He handed the card to me. “You hang on to it. I might buy a
coat with it.”
I put the card in my shirt pocket.
I must say that an extremely pleasant ten minutes followed, among the
most pleasant imaginable. Hodge and I discussed our aspirations with a real
writer, a true friend, who seemed to have faith in us. We laughed and drank
free beer in an atmosphere of unprecedented trust and generosity, where
bartender was knowingly letting us use another person’s credit card without
permission, and we had made a stranger’s
The stranger wasn’t the least
bit sulky anymore! The bartender stirred a cauldron of rich-smelling gumbo.
The day had a buzz. We hated to do it, but finally we had to go back to
the church.
A couple of flat-eyed tough guy writers stood on the piney lawn, near the
breezeway that led to the former chapel. They were taking turns drinking
from a flask. The writing life was just as I had imagined it! I could easily
picture Hodge and myself in a similar position, swapping a flask of rye or
such back and forth in a casual manner out in the open for all to see without
a care in the world.
I wrote in my notebook: “2. Buy flask.”
I nudged Hodge and showed it to him. He grinned.
“What you got there?” said the poet’s husband.
Nothing,” I said, and closed the notebook quickly. Suddenly I had
become ashamed of my grand aspirations!
The poet’s husband introduced us to the craggy novelist and the
drunken writer.
“I’ve seen your picture in the newspaper,” told the craggy novelist.
Thanks,” he said.
“Has it started?” asked the poet’s husband.
“Yeah, but if you go in now be sure to take your estrogen supplement.”
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The craggy novelist and drunken writer snickered.
I took it that some women were reading, and that their writing was
insufficiently masculine.
“Hey, we found your credit card,” said the poet’s husband.
I took the card from my shirt pocket and handed it to the drunken writer.
Somehow he got it into his head that I alone had been responsible for
rescuing his credit card, and he hugged me over and over. He was smiling
and making snappy jokes but there was something aggressive about the
hugging and his stubble burned my face.
The poet’s husband, the craggy novelist, and the drunken writer used a
special entrance. Hodge and I stood in the back of the church for the
reading, in what would have been, in more sacred times, the narthex.
“ pretty funny, isn’t he?” I whispered to Hodge.
“I think he’s dangerous. He strikes me as the type of guy that can be
funny and then suddenly turn on you.”
“Maybe,” I said.
“Stay away from him,” said Hodge.
There were readings by the poet, and the poet’s husband, and the craggy
novelist. Well, they put Hodge and me in our place! Writing no longer
seemed like a breeze. The things that came out of their mouths! The air was
heavy with reality, that’s all. The things they said grabbed reality and ran a
fire along the bumpy surface—or showed the red meat under the skin, like
when you clap your hand over a flashlight. Writing seemed like a hard job, an
impossible job for the likes of Hodge and me. Middle-aged men! Starting
from scratch!
We returned to the sunlight humbled, and drank more beer in the
breezeway. There were three or four coolers of it, just lying around like
nothing. Pretty soon it was time for all the writers to go to a party at the
home of a patroness of the arts, a certain Mrs. Post. The poet and her
husband said that Hodge and I should come along.
“Are you sure?”
“Free food.”
We ended up right on the water, in a mansion jammed full of screaming
writers, professors, socialites, mavens, hoydens, and such. I thought I saw
some tycoons. Movers and shakers. Ne’er-do-wells and pillars of the
community. Social butterflies. Maybe even a pariah. We walked around in the
backyard with bottles of beer and paper plates full of curries and pastas and
rare roast beef with horseradish on the side and chicken salad with apples and
walnuts and other catered foods. People were falling down drunk. You could
hear, clearly, through the din, the drunken writer roughly cawing, loud as a
bullhorn, cutting through everything like his famous knifelike prose.
The sun began to look as though it might want to set.
The poet asked her husband, “Do you want to walk down to the end of
the pier and watch the sunset?”
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“Fuck no,” said her husband. “Fuck the sunset.”
“That reminds me of a James Thurber cartoon,” I said. I tried
unsuccessfully to explain what I was talking about.
“You’re going to miss a beautiful sunset,” said the poet.
“Seen one you ve seen them all,” said her husband.
“I’ll go with you,” said.
“Thank you,” said the poet.
We headed for the pier.
“Sunsets are for pussies,” her husband called.

Hodge and I kind of wanted to hit the road after the party, but we went
back to the church instead because the drunken writer was going to read, and
he was supposed to be hilarious. His book had a hilarious title.
The program was delayed while different authorities tried to find the
drunken writer and force him on stage. Finally he crawled up of his own free
will and read a story very slowly with lots of odd pauses. Many times we
could not understand what he was saying. Other times he would yell out, for
no apparent reason, “Thank you, George W. Bush!” Even with all that going
on, the story was funny and we laughed upon several occasions.
Hodge and I sneaked out before the next writer started. The church lawn
was black and eerie in the dim electric light. On our way to the
parking lot we found the poet alone in the dark, on bench, eyes shut,
head drooping.
She wore an air of distress!
“Are you okay?” I said.
She shook her head.
“ there anything I can do?”
She shook her head.
“Is everything all right?”
She shook her head.
“Can get you something?”
She shook her head.
“Okay,” I said. “Are you sure you don’t need anything?”
Thank you, I’m fine,” she said.
Hodge and I got in the car and drove away.
“I hope she’s all right,” I said.
“She’s pretty,” said Hodge.
“Uh-huh.”
“You sure were on that pier a long time,” Hodge said.
“What’s that supposed to mean?” I said.
“Oh, nothing.”
“It takes a long time for the sun to go down.”
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“Sure it does.”
“Well, it does!”
“I know, I’m agreeing with you.”
“Well, then, what are you getting at?”
“I don’t know. I thought she looked sad.”
“Sad how?”
“Like she and her husband had had a fight.”
“Really?”
“Yeah.”
“About...? No!”
“Okay then.”
“You really think... ?”
“All I’m saying is, you were out on that pier for a long time.”
“What? So what? That’s his wife! He’s my oldest friend, one of the best
friends I ve ever had! And what about Happy?” (Happy is my wife.)
“Don’t tell me, tell him.”
“Oh, he wouldn’t think... He’s the nicest person in the world.”
“Fine, then, it’s settled. Settled to the satisfaction of all! She was sitting all
alone in the dark for no reason. Case closed.”
“Maybe she was tired.”
“A man and a woman at the end of the pier. Watching the sun sink slowly
into the ocean. Alone. Makes a real pretty picture. Real pretty.”
“Would you shut up?”
“Oh, don’t mind me. Case closed. Nicest person in the world. Oldest
friend for many years.”
“Well, you know, he can get really jealous.”
“Yeah?”
“Well, he’s been known to get jealous. Yeah, like one time I walked
through the mall with this girl he liked and he got so mad he snapped his
pen in two and got ink all over himself.”
“Hmm.”
I was quiet for a long time.
Hodge started laughing.
“What?”
“What do I always tell you?”
“Oh!”
I started laughing too. Right! The self-absorbed thing.
Turns out it’s true!
I want my name in poems. I want people, all people, to name their babies
after me. I imagine myself to cut such a dashing figure on the dusky pier,
even as a distant silhouette, that I cause great rifts in the solid marriages of
my most beloved friends. Me with my eczema!
Hodge sure had “my number.” Yes, the joke was “on me.” This I knew at
once, even before finding out the next day that the poet had been, after all,
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just terribly ill with a surfeit of drink (I hasten to add that this incident did
not occur during her pregnancy).
Hodge and I laughed for a while and then we stopped laughing.
“That’s quite an imagination you have,” I said.
“You’re highly suggestible,” said Hodge.
“
between the two of us we’re going to make a good writer.”
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Tom Chandler

Crank Calls
My heart has got me by the throat
and want to see you so naked
not even skin will obstruct the view.
I drive all day to the corner store,
past lives rusted and greased.
When I step on the brake my life

is in my foot’s hands, my eyes twin fires
in the chambered cave of my head.
Your morbific smile, your hypotonic jaw,
the way your bones connect to stone.
I spread your face across the sky,
hear voices in the dial tone.
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Tom Chandler

Pregnant Girls in High School
Would lean against their lockers
with their bellies pressed into
the anguish of algebra while

I would try to look indifferent
passing by their lives on my way
to fail another true false test.
Their boyfriends were too tough
for football or laughter and lounged
in the hallways like sullen sultans,
hands carved into permanent fists,
their careless faces unfolding as men
who would soon leave forever to work

fitting pipe on their backs in the dirt
or riding jackhammers inside clouds
of noise while the fast-faded mothers
of the babies they’d fathered
smoked down to the filter and
ironed the sheets in the shadows.
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Sean Brendan-Brown

Agrarians

She said: four miles east of Hanford
is this fantastic winery castled from sandstone
& cedar. I found an arrowhead in Washtucna
Gorge, how old do you think? Read Neruda
while I drive or feed me—if I swerve who cares?
Why’s this silver gauge thing needling red?

I said: drive there faster, we’ll check in
get Merlot-drunk & hit the rapids. Arrows
around here are called bird points, not ancient
but very beautiful. I’m sick of Bosoalto, his smug
easy exile didn’t kill him as it killed Lorca;
nothing to eat but some spotty bananas. That
gauge’s for water temperature—this fag is pre
Ford which is why the electric windows
fail but the engine won’t boil over.

So we penetrated the universe of agrarians:
wheat, alfalfa, canola, apples, barley, grapes;
Seattle was her home not mine, she was so rich
money was a thing—I’d heard of such people
but thought them made up—as kid wealth
was god and we its acolytes in passion & blood.
The Jag was mine, a worthless V12 project I’
rebuilt, repainted, reupholstered; I hoped she’d
destroy it & buy me something new
but it held up. If I were phony like Neruda
I’d describe her as a hothouse orchid fragile
yet rooted and myself the wild weed burnt,
uprooted yet ubiquitous—she called me an angel
as I kissed out her blueblood phobias & infections,
the screech of hulky metal-wheeled waterers greening the sandy windrows.
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Scan Brendan-Brown

Miracle At The White Eagle
I popped the Coors, metal moist 24
ouncer; smoke poured from the hole.
The genie materialized, giggled, “Thank
god you drink. Thought I’d be trapped
in there forever.” He offered three wishes.
“Anything?”
Anything.
First came the finest bottle of ambrosia,
and it was. Second, I asked for a good
wife and she danced from the jukebox
goddess-lithe but when I embraced &
kissed the heavy-breasted coin-collared
holograph my lips passed through hers
onto the face of a trucker.
Furniture was destroyed, glasses
smashed, first I was winning then three on
me so wished for peace, brotherhood,
safe passage; the genie crossed his arms,
grinning, and I sailed through frigid air
atop a tattered carpet which crashed halfway
across the Nisqually.
“Sonofabitch,” said, clawing up
the muddy bank. “I set you free. You
were drowning in beer and I freed you.”
But he was gone; beadles & bolts, infinite
anility, church bells smothered by a SeaTac jet.
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Odie Lindsey

Steve Earle Wins Again
Sometimes you’re broke and invisible and jacked on coffee and it’s a
harsh gray morning and you realize that Steve Earle wins again.
This time, the victory revolves around the soul of a man called JW Allen:
ferocious character, sodden musician, giddy as hell, round as a blubbery
blueberry, bald, bearded, off and on the wagon (hard), perpetual optimist,
my pal, good ole JW. And now, in addition to all else, a shard of a fabrication
of a character, identity openly borrowed and stretched, in order to prop up
one of Steve Earle’s hipster short stories.
You don’t even have to read Doghouse Roses, the Harper-Collins
distributed hardback collection invoking the name “JW Allen,” to conclude
that, Steve Earle doesn’t know him at all. To realize that, for Steve Earle, the
name and likeness of “JW Allen” simply one sliver, one floating, tumbling
petal of the Fourth Estate—that thing when writers blend fiction and non
fiction into a swirl of perhaps street and perhaps literary cred.
(This thing as well.)
Now believe me, I’ll admit defeat. I’ll admit that as crashed into my
thirties, suffocating inside that gray-upholstered, Nashville-record-label cube,
well, Steve Earle won quite a few. Admit that every time listened to Steve’s
gritty, self-determined albums, wondered what it would ve been like to have
chucked the 9-to-6, 7, 8, in order to pursue my songwriting dreams.
Likewise, I’ll award him the spoils of publicity, remembering what it felt like
to thumb through high-cred magazines, hoping for a blip about some
muscle-bred, LA-based conformist my corporation was pimping, but instead
coming across gutsy, roots-rock portrait of Steve Earle, “Poet, Activist,
Hell-and-Back Troubadour....” I’ll even confess that when Steve started his
own independent record label (and/or his experimental theater company),
vowing to wage war against the notion of quantity over quality, well, sure
wished could work there. Sweat out some sort of idealism.
But JW Allen is another story. Non-negotiable. Because Steve Earle
doesn’t know JW Allen at all, does he? No, no he doesn’
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Geography:
Steve Earle has won again, despite the fact that, as evident by the premise
of his short story, he has no clue. No clue that JW, whose surface appearance
could easily be pegged as “Southern, residual, quasi-drunken songwriter,
entombed in the stale blue smoke of Bobby’s Idle Hour Bar, off and on, for
well over a decade, where he even tended bar for a spell, alongside onelegged Gary,” originally hails from the Midwest. Nebraska, to be specific.
That accordingly, JW often sets his songs in his home state. One example
being the tune, “Hot Rod Tractor,” which is based on the old rockabilly
classic “Hot Rod Lincoln,” and somewhat in the vein of that Charlie Daniels
epic about “Omaha-Via-Wherever.” Indeed, JW’s tune is akin to each: a
hopped-up, matter-of-chance-turned-near-escape yarn about a hot rod tractor
he had to pilot through a jam in good ole Nebraska.
Now, I’d bet that Steve could tell you who wrote the “Hot Rod Lincoln”
song, and likewise give you the proper title of the Daniels tune.
But I’ll bet you double-back that he’s never once heard, heard of, nor
thought about hearing my pal JW croon and smirk through the up-ditty,
hometown verses of “Hot Rod Tractor.”

Employment:
Following a pullout from the accompanying alcoholism of tending bar at
Bobby’s Idle Hour, JW was hired by Clear Channel Communications.
Specifically, he went to work for a radio station they own on Nashville’s
famed Music Row. (This kind of gig might sound special to those non-Music
Row or non-Clear Channel informed, drunk songwriters. But, in reality, the
station a drone. A tiny, heartless, corporate cog. Not radio as the ideal, but
rather one of the millions of Clear Channel advertising beacons, in tandem
with their mass-market syndication arm, nationwide, major-affiliate television
stations, 770,000+ billboards, neck-breaking concert- and event-promotions
monopoly, taxi-rooftop advertising monopoly, various print media outlets,
1,700 “hyper market” international ad centers and much, much more... ll of
which have helped their stock skyrocket, thus making them one of the hottest
and most cruelly influential corporations in America. I know. I used to
partner with them all the time.)
Specifically, JW was hired on as second-hand-glasses-wearing, third-shift,
middle-aged janitor.
Soon enough, he was consequently fired from said job.
Fact is, the FCC-deregulated monolith known as Clear Channel
Communications does not appreciate the individuality of people like JW
Allen. Fact is, they shrewdly promote concerts by people like Madonna or
Radiohead or Limp Bizkit or Ice Capades or maybe Steve Earle, and well,
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pretty much anyone they can make a cold buck off of―while consequently
robbing and undercutting independent promoters and advertisers and non
Clear Channel radio stations in every market.
Anyhow, somewhat akin to and resulting from these facts, my good
buddy JW was fired, pushing him back off the wagon, and into a semi-wellhidden despair. (JW’s real good about keeping his chin up, even when having
the shit kicked out of his face. During this time, he’d reek with sadness,
but still insist on buying you a change-pilfered round, then sing you an
upbeat number.)
I felt horrible about this. Fact is, when he was employed by Clear
Channel Communications, I’d often catch JW at the Idle Hour Bar, en route
to said third shift, sipping a Pepsi. And, unfortunately, I’d start up with him:
inhaling my tallboys and ranting on and on and on, like a richboy with ethics,
about his diseased and heathenish employer. I’d lash out at his sellout, as if I
had any idea what it was like to be a crusty, broke, middle-aged anything.
Then, before you knew it, he was drunk and unhappy and broke
and unhappy.
I guess what I’m getting at here that I was insensitive, greedy,
hypocritical. I still feel guilty. You see, there’d been days at the Idle Hour,
pre-Clear Channel—and before JW fell all the way back into the bottle—
when he used to sit up behind that peanut-shell-covered slab, ever-flashing
his tobacco-tinted smile, and he’d serve you tallboy and offer a witticism,
then maybe pick you a tune. Those were good days. Greet you with a “Hey,
hey! Lindsey” handshake days. Indeed. So sad and beautiful and pure that
maybe those days kept me from understanding just how much JW really did
like his Music Row radio job, and thus pushed me to criticize him for having
left them behind.

Transportation:
Though his music has been featured on his very own, “The Atlantic
Monthly presents...” compilation, would bet my next paycheck that Steve
Earle has no clue that JW understands hell of a lot about Karman Ghia
autos.
That said, if I’m wrong: if Steve does know about this (making him that
much richer), well, then he also probably knows that JW can repair and
explain the mechanics of every dirty little Italo-German inch of one.
Likewise, that JW actually used to own several of them, before he lost his way
and his wages. That the further down he slid, the more of the little cars he
had to sell off.
When I first met JW Allen, only two Karman Ghias remained. As is,
nowadays, he wears a dingbat helmet and rides a twenty-one-speed bike.
I’ll venture to warrant that Steve might know about this bike. I’ll grant
him that.
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But what he probably doesn’t know is that JW Allen once rode a bike
across his entire home state, Nebraska―even while owning several
Karman Ghias.
(Once, I tell JW that I’ve bought an old three-speed. He’s somewhat
disgusted and asks me if I know the major difference between my bike and
his. I answer, “No,” expecting a highly technical response. He says, “Well,
kiddo, take the ease of your three speeder and multiply that by seven.”)
In addition to bikes and Karman Ghias, JW and I both know that he’s
not opposed to recreational vehicles. I learned this about two years into my
first decade at the Idle Hour, when a few of the regulars finally started
speaking to me. In this particular case, some drunken fixture had asked
my age:
I took a deep, embarrassed drink. “Um, twenty-six.”
Deservedly, this brought an initial drizzle of “Fuck you”s and such from
the weathered, broken, songwriting men. But, next thing you know, old
fruit-truck Billy O and one-legged Gary (that mean bastard, God rest his
soul), and everyone else started waxing nostalgic, filling the smoke of the Idle
Hour Bar with drawn out—embellished, no doubt—heroic, harlequin, and
hobo tales of their life at my young age.
I.e.: long before he started dragging his hangover up and into the
longbed of an old F250, plopping next to the ever-revolving crews of
migrant Mexican fellas, all of them riding out to God knows what roadside,
to wilt in the Tennessee sun and try to hock peaches and cherries and
whatnot, Billy O had grown up in New Jersey. Said he’d been kicked out of
high school on April Fool’s Day (no prank, just coincidence), at which
point, he sold his only possession, a late-60s fastback Mustang, bought a
one-way ticket to San Mateo, California (“As far as I could get from
Trenton”), gobbled a bunch of mescaline in-flight, and, well, “That’s when I
started ramblin’.”
Balanced against this, poetic in its brevity, of particular note, was JW’s
answer, verbatim:
“At twenty-six, I was desperately in love, driving across the country in a
used Winnebago with this Sicilian woman. She had huge tits.”

Ha ha!

Music:

JW’s music, a surrealist’s take on the surrounding harmonious world, is
pretty much just like his life: raw and hopeless, yet optimistic and forgotten
and smiling. He plays electro-funk dobro and saws on fiddle like an autistic
Jimi Hendrix: brash and experimental and harking back to those before him
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but likewise trying his best to run all that Establishment through the tunnel
sounding hiss of a self-soldered flanger pedal.
JW, one might say, not as talented as one would need to be to be really
interesting.” One could easily say that there’s no way in hell he’ll ever be on
Clear-Channel-type radio. But he’s interesting and talented nonetheless, in a
special, intimate way: his head is about his goals, and most wonderfully, his
heart is about his head. He’s fucking passionate in the very corners of the
soul where talent irrelevant. Where it’s laughed at.
And he’s brimming with quirky ideas. He’ll strum old ballad-stompers
backwards, or start writing a one-man music and comedy revue that features
multiple characters—all played by him. Song-wise, he makes his own way,
too. Akin to the “Hot Rod Tractor” parody, JW once took the old bluegrass
notion of the “Mansion on the Hill” and wrote a tune where, instead of the
traditional thematic/schematic symbol of wealth and power, the mansion is
actually an insane asylum—where he lives.
One highpoint of his musical vision (in my opinion), took place a while
back, when he somehow glued together this little band, The Hillbilly Trio.
Beefy old JW, beard down to his chest and smelly dark T-shirt and murky
eye-glasses and toilet-bowl-bald-but-long-haired head, had this hipster band
which featured an alt-country type dude on doghouse bass, alongside a
diehard, heavy-metal drummer (to whom JW provided single snare and
cracked cymbal). My hirsute old pal fronted the trio, of course, serving as
singer, slashing away at the night with his crazy, electronic dobro. And,
somehow, he really pulled it together for this one. mean, Bobby’s Idle
Hour Bar had of course hosted a thousand upon a thousand crackpot
songwriters, each passing the rust-stringed guitar through the smoggy cig
fog, etc., “No goddamn cover tunes.” But as far as anyone knew, in the long,
stale history of the joint, there’d never been real live band on site.
That is, until The Hillbilly Trio, as fronted by JW Allen.
They’d play Friday nights: loud, cantankerous versions of country classics,
alongside JW’s mansion and tractor anthems, phasers set to kill. Some
regulars—many of whom were bitter about things—sort of jawed on at first
and got annoyed. But most actually got up and danced, allowed the growling
crackle of JW’s crazy songs to serve as bridge from their intoxication to their
normally locked-down impulses, ultimately cutting an inspired rug.
Man, The Hillbilly Trio was a blast! They rattled single-snare beat,
repetitive pseudo-blues and honky-tonk licks into mystical dull pulse; notes
washed in thick humidity and endless flow of alcohol. It transformed the little
bar into an orchard of uncharted experience. The Trio was as trance as any
black, Mississippi hill country juke joint, and at once as raw and angular as
Black Flag on the “Damaged” album. Old and young danced. Billy O would
guest star on harmonica, while one-legged Gary would grumble and curse
and yet sell a hell of a lot of beer. Even old Bobby himself, flanked by
wonderful, chain-smoking wife Diane, dropped in on Friday nights to hear
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JW and company shake the foundation of their already crumbling, conduitand pipe-infested Idle Hour Bar.
The apex of this era came when JW decided to record an album:
“Hillbilly Trio: Live At The Idle Hour.” It was, given the surroundings, sort
of big league. The band moved the wobbly, dust-draped rec tables out of the
side-room and brought in a third-rate engineer and apropos
mixing/recording board. (Good old Steve “EZ” Stylin’, sweetest voice this
side of Willie Nelson, currently a freshwater shrimp farmer in Kentucky, was,
at that time, still so far drunk he was cleaning up peanut shells in exchange
for Busch beers and sleeping in his crapped-out car, the “Monte Condo,” as
Gary called it, in the gravel parking lot out back—SAVE those many, many
times when he would heave his emaciated, shit-faced body, too full of bile
and despair to make it the fifteen feet out the side door, upon the very tables
The Hillbilly Trio had to displace. Point being, on the nights the Trio
recorded, sleepless “EZ” would slur curses at JW through hours of hopeless
intoxication, having had his bed usurped.) There were mics and amps and
mic stands and pedals and wires and, well, a hell of a lot more than the usual,
tuneless whore of a guitar. And The Hillbilly Trio set up and played through
the fluttering hours of the soul of Friday night.
Again, old and young shuffled alcoholic feet, much in the manner of the
trance-dances found in rural North Mississippi. One weathered, leathery
gentleman, broken veins in nose, teeth rotting out, sloshed with endless life,
even shit his pants on the dance floor. The smell was incredible. Yet he
continued to shake it on down anyhow, and JW just slid that dobro through
the stench and smoke and booze and into the very heart of gorgeous, raging
music itself.
In many ways, it turned out to be a hell of a recording, though
admittedly it was probably pretty hard to hear this after the fact. Excited for
my buddy, sent a copy to an associate at the indie label Bloodshot Records,
in Chicago.
But they didn’t “get it.”
I don’t guess you could “get it” unless you had been there: alive and
burning and drinking and maybe even shitting your pants in alcoholic ecstasy.
JW really poured all his meager savings into that band. I’m pretty sure
the failure of the project is what kicked him into the employment office of
Clear Channel.

Nowadays:

Having finally had enough of corporate music, over the last couple of
years I ve bumbled back and forth across the country, romancing coffee-shop
girls near Flagstaff, living in Chicago alley-side firetraps, searching for
probably the same type of salvation I could ve sought out in the familiarity of
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Bobby’s Idle Hour—and maybe will again.
But during the few months before I left Nashville, I spent, as usual, many
a wistful, forgotten night at the end of that little cinder-blocked hovel. By
then, one-legged Gary was long dead from smoke and disdain. Billy O rarely,
if ever, made an appearance. And I’d heard rumors that JW was soaking
himself pretty hard—too hard, in fact, to do much more than leave his squat
in search of whiskey bottles.
But he’ll be back. I know he will. JW is an optimist, bar-none. Always,
always, always. He’s got projects in the works and fiddle and dobro tunes and
the highest goddamn hopes, tickling his blood as he rides his twenty-onespeed bike in the pelt of the Tennessee rain. Yeah, he’ll be back. I don’t care
how far gone he is.
Because JW Allen spins gold through stained teeth, rolls perfect
cigarettes, embodies hope with wink and grins and “Oh yeah”s your
thoughts with chuckle and tells tall tales about different places he’s been
and giggles and jiggles that stained T-shirt and maybe grabs the guitar for a
song and all in all, is never, ever, ever going to give up the dream.
And what the fuck does Steve Earle know about that? What the fuck
does Steve know when he calls up the name and likeness of a man so pure, in
order to perpetuate a sort of folksy street-cred, as applied to a book of short
stories, itself an extension of a career as a never-been-unheralded artist? Steve
Earle knew Townes Van Zandt, knows Guy Clark, knows authors and
diplomats and poets and statesmen and goes from bluegrass trendiness to
celebrity communism to semi-wealth to beatnik festival performances, as
sponsored by Pontiac, and has every hipster and edgy literary cred-head
buying into the authenticity of his NPR-ladled shit. Even when he’s at his
absolute worst.
curse his high-and-mightiness for usurping the invisible identity
of a gracefully shattered man who refuses to realize that he’s forever just
that: shattered.

And
There’s a funny thing about my prattle. My frustrations. My sense of not
only selfish claim to the entity which is JW Allen but, more importantly, my
duty to serve him with grace and justice.
(Fuck me.)
The only reason I know that JW Allen was included as some half-assed,
thin-slice character in Steve Earle’s book of stories (which I do not own, have
not read), is because I learned it on a random night at the Idle Hour, when
some Canadian, Steve Earle super-fan, down from wherever, following the
trail of Doghouse Roses, to-a-T, stumbled into our melancholia and got blown
the hell away when he happened to actually meet JW, who had coincidentally
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dropped in for a cool sweet Pepsi, en route to mop up Clear Channel
Communications.
More specifically, earlier that night, around the crusty green felt of the
leaning pool table, this star-struck Canuck told me of his journey (in that
chippy, annoying way), and then produced his weathered copy of the text—
which describes the Idle Hour Bar and a man named JW Allen—as proof of
his own pilgrimage.
Coincidentally, it was only a short while later that I was able to introduce
him to the en-route-to-custodial-work JW, who was immediately informed of
his place within the Doghouse Roses pages.
At which point JW imagined up a boozy, blurry, one-off night when
Steve Earle dropped by the Idle Hour and “got his ears talked hot.” As he
spoke, JW Allen, my buddy, consequently developed the widest, most
uncontrollable, most childlike smile on his road-hard, magnificent face. I’d
never seen anything like it.
And so,
Steve Earle knows essentially nothing about JW Allen’s life. “Jack Shit”
would probably suit his understanding of the guy that’s taken such loving
care of my Busch tallboy soul. Yet, he’s stretched my friend’s existence into
the very eternity of literature, beyond all death, alight with unending
brilliance. A fable of sorts. A hero.
And this is the most perfect, perfect gift that anyone, anywhere, anytime
could have ever rewarded him with.
And God bless JW’s utterly deserved immortality.
And Steve Earle wins again.
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Luke Walker
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James Cushing

Undercurrent Blues
Some script is kicking up dust in a drawer.
Long, hot mornings marked with birds’ arithmetic
scatter like weirdly separate raindrops.

Between my thighs I feel the coolness
of honey, green ribbon, old newspaper.
Look! Someone stands reflected in a glass door.

My fate’s played out on a lawn by rabbits. It’s perfect!
Actors take over in jerkins and berets.
My favorite the one who killed the dwarf.
What remains within this flame of panic
but a blue balloon, escaping crying child (yes, it’s me),
performing hard labor in the July sky?

A freckled fog descends.
I invent another continent, declare a train across its face,
drive it uphill into July like a firecracker.

I hasten to get your door and soda.
A siren sings “ Ain’t Got Nobody” through sodden fields.
The man reading in the next room thanks me,

picks up The Odyssey and reads Book One to me,
the cadence fluid, the hero ideally absent.
Oak leaves abbreviate my name. But no one
pays attention to the leaves,
brightly green in the fog-charged July sun,
open to anything the breeze might have
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a mind to deliver, so ready to nod
their leafy agreement with whatever comment
the wind may have made about the sun.
A bell peals through moistened air.
Take comfort in this bubbling sound, its active
voice, its terms for love and food.

Oxygen turns apples lovely shades of brown,
glowing in the path a sailboat traces as it
moves us through the mulch of your past,

its brown wetness so hard for us
we call each other hurtful names.
Later, over ice cream, we watch

shoppers ignoring a rainbow
(they’re staring at their ragged shoes,
the crisp blue pavement). It hits me:
your are my unwilling hero, one
who moved stone tablets to see me
better, one I talk to when I mumble.
My beard grows fuller as it whitens,
my trousers fit my children perfectly,
but I have not sorted the last letter
you wrote, or who you were reading
when you wrote it, or where to hang
the beaded curtain spilling and clattering

out of that letter so fiercely we had
to rip off our clothes and have sex
right then, that very minute,
hard and
far beneath “history” we felt no surprise
at the rising sun
swiftly peering at us
through a hedge outside your living room window

because it wasn’t yet part of any comprehensible past,
just a stack of snapshots waiting for their album
and its place in a box southeast of the laundry,
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and when we were done and dressed again,
two hidden streambeds reached for my feet,
two trickles rose from their ancient mud

like run-on sentences. Oh, slow spider, where
do you attempt your web, what book
does your filament spotlight this evening?

How quickly I sink into your streams,
how hard I try to clutch the trout hopping
through your chest, the word thought about.
And did you find your pen, the golden one,
beneath the sleeping fool you pitied?
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Jim Daniels

Bad News
Sight is a funny thing.
It’s like a bad haircut.
I hate bad haircuts.
Take these glasses, for example.
We’re all going to die.
Even you know that.
I once played in rock group
called the Human Beans.
Nobody ever believes that.
You hate me. I’m trained
to recognize hate. To be hated.
I know you’ll write me
a check and be shocked! at the amount.
The suit’s nice. The tie—eh—
time for some new ties. My lips
like each other. Not everyone
can say that. You don’t even wear
glasses and you’re feeling
the temple pieces pressing into your head.
Every time you make mistake
you get a little dent in the side of your skull.
I ve done research on this. Touching
a skull like an orgasm. Of course,
everything’s like an orgasm.
You can touch the hem of my garment.
My right hand is always blurry.
I had to practice for years to get that
right. Nothing comes easy. They call me
the Human Streetcleaner.
They call you a sucker,
am I right?
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Joe Formichella

Fishtraps
From Scarpete's Cat, a Novel
Welcome to the Waffle House, the Phils call, as they do to anyone who
enters the establishment.
At every other Waffle House in the entire country, some 1,400 other
franchises, the staff is required to greet customers, calling out, Hello, as
they’re flipping sausage patties, or filling coffee cups, wiping down tables,
whatever. There have been dismissals over the failure to do so, it’s taken so
seriously. That seriousness bleeds a little bit of the sincerity out of the practice,
that at some Waffle Houses, the greeting feels more like, What are you
doing here?
But not the Waffle House in Penelope, Alabama. There you’re greeted,
Welcome to the Waffle House!, genuinely, and not by the
Not too many folks react to their customized greeting anymore. They did
at first. They stopped, if only briefly, to look over and nod, say, Thanks, before
continuing on with their routine, whatever it was.
You’re welcome, the Phils always, always answered. That’s part of the
theory. Not enough people say you’re welcome anymore, they decided some
time ago. They would know. They were constant recipients of gifts large and
small, As are all of us, really, they would argue, and so were constantly
expressing their gratitude.
But not many people acknowledge that gratitude anymore.
Not enough people welcome it.
So they are certain to acknowledge any appreciation directed their way.
The Phils aren’t appreciated much, though they try as best they can, try to
make whatever difference they can in the lives they encounter.
Welcome to the Waffle House, they always say, and have started to add,
Welcome home!
Now that gives folks pause. A Waffle House, any Waffle House, is probably
the last place someone would want to call home. And they clearly didn’t look
like owners of the establishment. They didn’t look like owners of anything,
except the bundled articles stuffed into the plastic grocery bags stashed under
the seats of their booth. So at regular intervals some customer, having heard
the greeting a few times during his brief visit, will ask one of the workers
behind the counter, over the cash register, say, This really their home?
The only answer anyone gives anymore is, The Phils? They’re here every time
I’m here.
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Thanks for coming by, the Phils usually call to that person on his way out,
as if he really had made some kind of house call, which the Phils would argue
he had.
But that’s another story.
Yes, yes....
Thanks for coming by, they say,
their visitor feels appreciated, and then
they wait in vain for an acknowledgment.
The Phils are four older gentlemen who sit in the booth in the northwest
corner of the Penelope-Alabama Waffle House, always. They are very rarely
absent from that booth, which they call home. No one knows where they go
or what they do when they’re not in the booth, except around Halloween.
They pretty clearly don’t have jobs or families. They keep themselves mostly
clean, even if their clothes are ragged and ill-fitting. They don’t cause any
trouble, don’t bother anyone really, except to welcome them, which is a nice
thing, to be welcomed at fast-food establishment.
They don’t take credit for the practice though.
Wish we could, one of the Phils always says.
But it wasn’t us.
Nope, that was all Big Bob’s.
Big Bob from Boise.
That’s the story they like to tell the most. The Big Bob From Boise story:
a retired lifetime employee for Hewlett-Packard, who just couldn’t help being
successful in life. He’d been one of the earliest employees for the Boise
Consumer Management office when HP started branching out from their
origins in California in the early 60s. He’d been with them for almost twenty
years when the company started to hit the jackpot in the personal computer
and printer business, and Big Bob just hung on for another fifteen years.
And they almost always prefaced the story by telling their listener, You
would have really liked Big Bob.
Bob wasn’t an engineer or programmer. Originally, he was a mimeograph
technician. A reproducer, at best, he always said.
You boys remember mimeographs? I used to fix the dang drums. Then
one day, bam, company goes public, I’m a stockholder with dividends I don’t
know what to do with and sweet-as-apple-pie parachute. Can you beat that?
He always made it sound like it could have happened to anyone, that any one
of them could have been just as unqualified for success and yet benefited as
much as he had. He made it sound like success could still find them, at any
time, could still just fall into their laps as it had his thirty some years ago.
They liked him for that.
They first met Big Bob when he pulled his RV into the parking lot of the
Waffle House early one Sunday morning and got stuck trying to turn around.
It wasn’t just any Sunday though. It was the Sunday after Thanksgiving,
maybe the second or third busiest travel day of the entire year. It was a jubilee
kind of day.
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A jubilee kind of day? Bob had challenged them the first time he’d heard
the story told. What the hell is that?
It’s an anniversary, Bob, for goodness sakes. And stop swearing,
Constance, his wife, had said, so that they might continue. She already knew
the story, of course. But there was particular part she was anticipating.
Hell, Connie, know that. I remember the big bash HP had for
their 50th.
And then he hinted that he had something special planned for their
50th wedding anniversary, which was coming up in few years.
She would not be mollified so easily: Stop swearing.
I’m sorry. But what’s a jubilee kind of day? And what’s a Jubilee Parkway?
A fifty-year-old road?
U.S. 98, south of 1-10, in Penelope, Alabama, is also called the Jubilee
Parkway. The Waffle House is about half mile south of I-1 and sits up on a
hill east of the roadway and actually has a pretty nice view of Mobile Bay to
the west. The road wasn’t named to commemorate any kind of anniversary.
Penelope hadn’t been incorporated for fifty years yet, in fact. It was a young
town, due to celebrate its jubilee anniversary about the same time as Bob and
Constance. Just a former village along the eastern shore of the bay, Penelope
grew into a city as a collection of fast-food restaurants and gas stations and
cheap hotels clustered along the Jubilee Parkway to capture business traveling
both east and west along the newly built interstate, which also provided easier
access south toward Fairhope, Alabama, and the Gulf of Mexico beaches.
The city planners, who didn’t give too much consideration to the
aesthetics of such cluster, or the nightmarish traffic it created, were already
busy planning the city’s 50th anniversary. Their plans included getting as
much mileage as they could out of the dual meaning the milestone would
hold for their Jubilee City. Jubilee’s Jubilee,” they were billing it, already
wearing lapel pins with 502 on them, and devising contests based on the
number. The local newspaper, in a display of forethought never otherwise
exhibited in the city, started their daily 2,500 reasons to live in Penelope
almost seven years before the event! And schools were going to sponsor
student essays on what they loved about Penelope, in 2,50 words or less.
In two places in the entire world, jubilee has a different meaning: Mobile
Bay and Tokyo Bay. In only those places, a jubilee is a marine phenomenon
where fish and seafood will beach themselves if conditions are just right.
Exactly what combination of conditions required is something of a mystery,
even for locals, even after a lifetime of studying the event. That is why it has
become social event as much as an ecological one. There are certain
seasoned veterans who have a pretty good track record of predicting jubilees.
Part science, part instinct, not unlike picking horses, pretty good is being right
50, 60 percent of the time. What spawns the beaching is pretty clear: the
are seeking oxygen. Exactly what causes the migration of oxygen toward the
shoreline is a curious mix of salinity, tide, wind speed and direction, as well as
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other not-so-measurable factors, they say. Adding to the mystery, of course, is
the fact that jubilees usually only happen at night, and most of them will only
last for an hour or
All those who are as inept at reading race forms as they are tasting the bay
water or wetting a thumb to gauge wind direction, hope to get on a telephone
list of the proven handicappers. And, on those evenings when the possibility of
a jubilee whispers through town, these sleep very lightly and partially dressed,
that if the call does come, they are ready to spring out of bed, gather their
gear, and head for the beach,
that they might gather up all the flounder
and shrimp and crabs that they can carry away with them. Of course, in
Tokyo Bay, everyone along Mobile Bay’s eastern shore would be quick to
add, you can’t eat the fish, because of the heavy metal pollutants, for one.
Not in Penelope. In Penelope, you can take your catch home and have a
crabmeat omelet that morning, a shrimp po-boy for lunch, and stuffed
flounder that evening.
Now that’s eating, Big Bob always said. Bob loved to eat, and he loved the
American idealism of man trying to outwit nature. It was a story he loved
telling back home in Boise.
By his second or third year of passing through Penelope, he’d managed to
get himself on one of the call lists, providing even his Boise number, just so he
could know there was a jubilee happening, so he could run through his
neighborhood more than thousand miles away, in his flannel nightshirt,
hollering, Jubilee! Jubilee!
He’d also managed to get himself one of the coveted 502 lapel pins,
designed to elicit the necessary questions so he’d have yet another chance to
tell the whole story.
It was a jubilee Sunday morning that first time Bob and Constance pulled
their Super Coach up the inclined driveway of the Waffle House along U.S.
98, not because there had been a jubilee that morning (although, in point of
fact, there had been one only three weeks prior). It was a jubilee Sunday
morning because of all the travelers hitting the road, for long drives home or
to the airport, after the four- or five-day weekend most of them had spent
around Thanksgiving. It was a getaway morning, and on getaway days, no one
likes to cook for themselves. There’s usually no time allotted for preparing and
eating a meal at any kind of leisure, much less clean up afterwards. So, if you
were going to eat in a hurry anyway, why not fast food? Any of the franchises
along Penelope’s Jubilee Parkway were designed for quick and painless meals,
at any time of the day. On getaway days especially, motorists flocked to the
McDonald’s or the Hardee’s or the IHOP or the Waffle House like
chasing oxygen onto the beaches of Mobile and Tokyo bays.
Of course, in Tokyo, or
the refrain goes, you can’t eat the fish, which is
why the safest bet in town, for the jubilee diviners, the precious people on
their phone lists, and all the other residents who have never shared in the
bounty, is that jubilee is the Penelope Register’s number-one reason for living
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in the Jubilee City.
Big Bob and Constance weren’t looking for fish or waffles that morning,
though. They were looking for historic Marlow, Alabama. Bob pulled the
Super Coach all the way into the parking area north of the building and then
proceeded to try and turn the thing around with three-point turn like it was
a nimble family station wagon. It wasn’t, of course, and Bob got himself stuck
between the porch of the Waffle House and the bluff that sloped down into
the McDonald’s drive through the lane below. He put the Super Coach into
park and climbed out with his AAA Triptik unfolding before him like family
photos from a wallet. He stood there peering into the darkness south, then
west, then back at the interstate, rejecting the Triptik and relying on his senses
in hopes of finding his way before entering the Waffle House to ask for
directions, to Constance’s astonishment. She’d been suggesting he stop for
directions, or stop for some rest so that they might continue their trip in the
daylight, for hours.
Marlow’s supposed to be right near here, Bob kept saying, driving back
and forth across the bay before stopping in Penelope.
The Phils were the only ones inside the Waffle House, besides the cook,
even on the Sunday morning after Thanksgiving. It was only two in the
morning. The getaway travelers weren’t expected for at least another couple of
hours. At two in the morning on any day of the year, even Mother’s Day (the
number-one busiest day for the Waffle House, but only the 2,000th reason to
live in Penelope: the city workers install folksy-looking placards depicting
storks carrying babies wrapped in swaddling cloth, the signs proclaiming
Happy Mother’s Day at the head of the medians at most intersections along
Jubilee Parkway), the only other people likely to be found in the Waffle House
were the policeman or EMTs or volunteer firemen. The four gentlemen seated
at the booth in the northeast corner of the restaurant, with the best view of
the driveway, Jubilee Parkway, and the bay, the booth nearest the pay phone
on the other side of the window, the phone they used as their contact number
in the case of a jubilee or some other opportunity, were there almost any
morning. They were stationed at their booth when Bob finally relented to
Constance’s suggestions and pulled up into the parking lot and got himself
stuck, in display of agitation he would attribute to the number of hours he’d
been driving and the number of times Constance had asked him, Why do you
have to be so stubborn?
He blames me! Constance says at this part of the story, every time.
Oh, Connie, Bob answers, wagging his head like the old family Labrador
that’s been caught leaking on the carpet.
Can anyone tell me how to get to historic Marlow? he asked when he
got inside.
Everyone inside had been watching Bob inch the Super Coach forward
and backward in his attempts to turn the thing around.
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You can’t leave that thing there, Chester the cook told him.
I won’t, won’t, Bob promised, if you could just help me.
Look pretty stuck, Phil said.
Real stuck, another Phil added.
I got a big crowd coming in today, Chester said, nervously pacing behind
the counter.
Bob turned to look out the window at the Super Coach, blocking not only
75% of the parking lot but one of the entrance doors, as well. He kind of
collapsed onto a stool at the counter.
You can’t leave that thing there, Chester told him again.
If you had backed all the way out here, Phil motioned, to the sliver of
asphalt along the front of the building,
might have been able to get
turned around.
As is, another Phil told him, standing and moving to the spot where the
Super Coach sat a few feet from the window, You’re stuck.
About that time everyone migrated first toward the blocked entryway to
comment on how this would discourage business this morning, and then out
the unobstructed door so they might collectively think of solution.
First they had Bob get back behind the wheel and see if they couldn’t gain
a little more maneuverability with the help of all four Phils serving as spotters
at the front and rear, left and right axes of the Super Coach. It had been so
long since any of the Phils had driven, though, that they probably only got
Bob more stuck than he was, if that’s possible.
You can’t leave that thing there, Chester said.
They decided to call for professional help.
Tony’ll know how to get you out, Phil promised Constance, who had
broken down and sat crying in the passenger seat of the Super Coach.
Tony’s Towing, though, was having something of a jubilee morning itself,
as Tony would have told them, had they been able to reach him. Think about
it, he would have said. All those people getting in their cars for their trip
home, after driving cross country and pretty much living in them for four or
five days, hell, some of them got to break down. If only ten percent of em do,
he would explain, being a pretty fair handicapper himself, having been to his
share of jubilees, I’m going to have one busy winch. All Phil could do was
leave a message on Tony’s answering service, try the beeper number, and hope
for the best.
But it got worse before Tony returned any of their calls. When the daytime
staff of the Waffle House showed up about four, all six of them, 50% more
than would be there on any other Sunday morning, except Mother’s Day, they
were forced to take most of the unblocked parking spaces instead of parking
back behind the building next to the dumpster, at management’s insistence.
When the first carload of getaway diners showed up not too much later, pretty
pleased with themselves for having gotten up and loaded and on-the-way
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so timely, they took one look at the situation at the top of the
driveway to the Waffle House, turned around, and went next door for
Egg McMuffins instead.
It was probably not entirely sensitive of Phil to drag Bob over to their
booth to watch how deftly they would have been able to turn around if
utilizing the buffer at the front of the building they’d mentioned earlier.
But Bob wasn’t offended. Well, hell, he said. What was I thinking.
Stop swearing, Bob.
I’m sorry, he turned around and confessed to the Waffle House staff for
about the 2,500th time. I’m such a big dummy.
Bob could be exceedingly self-deprecating, something that never failed to
endear Constance to him, not even after almost 50 years together. His now
leisurely lifestyle in his early sixties was built on mechanical skills learned in a
high school shop class, a
Bob had had to take because he couldn’t begin
to master the science or the mathematics that had accounted for Mr. Hewlett
and Mr. Packard’s astounding success. Mimeograph drums, he would say,
which for him, meant the same thing as lottery ticket, a thousand-to-one
shot, jubilee.
Other drivers, not as savvy as that first one perhaps, or more likely victims
of the same sort of stubborn agitation that had started the whole trouble in
the first place, what with all the hassles of trying to get vacationers up and out
early in the morning, trying to load the car with all the dirty laundry that took
up so much more space, not to mention all the leftover food that had been
packaged up and foisted upon them, insisted on trying to make the situation
at the Waffle House work. The Phils had the best view of each successive
arrival, where the drivers seemed to be saying to their significant others in the
passengers’ seats, You wanted waffles, we’re going to the Waffle House! They
parked on the buffer zone, even though Phil sat shaking his head knowing
what a complete logjam that would create. Then they parked along the
driveway itself, all the way down to the shoulder of the Jubilee Parkway. That
was when the Penelope Police finally showed up, lights flashing, siren tooting,
to not much avail.
One officer stationed himself at the bottom of the driveway, waving people
away from the scene. Drivers slowly cruised
rubbernecking, trying their
best to figure out what the commotion was. Most of them, seeing only the
traffic jam along the driveway of the Waffle House, assumed that there must
be some kind of unbelievable promotion going on, and were either curious
enough or driven by the possibility of free food, that they parked wherever
they could find open space within a quarter mile radius of the Waffle House
and walked back to the restaurant to find out what they were missing. It was
the same kind of thing that happened after most substantial jubilees. Word
would pass through town that there had been a bonanza jubilee the night
before and people would flock to the beach, looking for any evidence—the
dead eels that would also beach themselves—just so they could testify, yes,
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they’d been to a jubilee.
The second officer walked up the driveway and past the gathering crowd.
It didn’t take him long to figure out the problem, asking Bob, once he’d
identified the owner of the Super Coach, Got stuck, huh?
Yes sir, Bob confessed, wagging his head. There was absolutely no limit to
how apologetic he could be. It didn’t matter how many times people asked if
he was stuck or told him he couldn’t park there, Bob confessed his failure,
admitted his stupidity, and offered his apologies again and again and again.
The Phils, among others, were as endeared to Bob as Constance by the
end of the ordeal.
Anybody called Tony? the policeman asked next.
Tried to, Phil answered, but we haven’t been able to reach him.
Dispatch, dispatch, this is number four, come in please, he said into
his radio.
Go ahead four.
Get a-hold of Tony and tell him we’ve got situation down here at the
Waffle House and he needs to bring his big rig with a sled just as soon as he
can get here, over.
Copy.
Up until that point it had been a pretty festive, if chaotic, affair. Most of
the diners that had arrived on foot elected to stay and eat, since they’d already
made the trip, so the management was not unhappy. They had run out of
tables, though, and turnover would be very, very slow, what with tired walkers
or the earliest arrivals hopelessly blocked. Bob was trying to help, buying
coffee and taking it out to the patrons lining up outside and now clogging the
one functional entrance. It was at that point that the police made the
unpopular announcement that the establishment would have to close, the
driveway clear, so that Tony could work his magic and restore something
like order.
It would
well into the afternoon before that happened. Tony was as
shrewd as Hewlett and Packard were brilliant. He knew that by the time
anyone ever called him into a situation it wasn’t likely to change before he got
there. It’s like telephoning catfish, he might say, which is something not
entirely unlike a jubilee, but it completely illegal. Tony has learned how to
operate in that gray area between honest and dishonest and has managed to
both maintain his favorable relationship with the Penelope Police and still not
abandon all of the other calls he gets. He just took the calls that were on his
way to the Waffle House,
that he could honestly say, each time dispatch
checked on his progress, I’m on my way.
It took quite while to clear the parking lot. It was like unraveling a very
complicated puzzle. If any one car couldn’t be removed, none of them could.
And, if the occupants of the minivan down at the bottom of the driveway
happened to include a hyperactive toddler, whose eating efficiency would rate
near zero, there wasn’t much the Penelope Police could do about it.
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Now what are we waiting for, Dave? Agnes, the assistant manager asked
the policeman, watching her jubilee morning tick inexorably away.
Dave, sitting comfortably at the counter, enjoying his free coffee and toast,
thanks to Bob, just waved back toward the minivan’s booth. Jimmy’s under
the table again, Agnes. And he hasn’t finished his milk yet. What do you want
me to do, arrest him for piddling?
Do something! she pleaded.
Let me try, Bob volunteered. Jimmy, do you like straws? Bob would end
up on all fours, under the table with the child, imitating a walrus. And he
would have to sit opposite Jimmy with the straws up his nose, snorting and
growling so Jimmy would sit and finish his meal.
Those remaining inside gave Bob a round of applause for the performance
as the minivan family was leaving, but he waved them off, as if to say, Any one
of you would have done the same thing.
There were other complications, between the dead batteries in
with
their doors left ajar by eager diners and those that didn’t have the necessary
traction at their off-road parking location. Bob did everything he could to help.
He lent hand pushing and offered up his own set of jumper cables. And he
bought everyone’s food. From the people waiting patiently outside to those
stranded inside, Bob greeted them all, Welcome to the Waffle House, he’d say.
Breakfast is on me today! That added to Dave’s difficulty clearing the place,
but no one complained too much, not even Agnes. It was the first time most
anyone could remember seeing the Phils actually eat in the Waffle House.
Bob stayed long after Tony had dragged the Super Coach back around and
pointed it toward the Jubilee Parkway, and then got a bite to eat himself. He
stayed until he was sure he’d made all the reparations he could to Agnes and
the rest of the establishment. It was the middle of the afternoon, and all the
getaway travelers were either already on the road, or they would be looking
for something other than waffles to eat, so no one urged Bob or his Super
Coach on their way. He even offered to clean some dishes, but Agnes told
him, no, he’d done enough, really.
He didn’t ask anyone how to get to historic Marlow. He didn’t want to be
any more of a burden, he told Constance, infuriating her all over again, once
back in the Super Coach, trying to drive and decode the Triptik all at the
same time.
Burden? she seethed.
But they found it. Right where it’s supposed to be, Bob assured her. And
they liked the spot so much they made regular pilgrimages back to the area,
always stopping by to see their friends at the Waffle House.
And, despite everything they experienced on their first trip to the Jubilee
City, Bob still managed, from time to time, to get himself stuck turning the
Super Coach around in the Waffle House’s restricted parking area. Most years
it would be different overnight cook that would come from around the
counter to tell Bob, You can’t leave that thing there. Had it been the same
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cook year after year, Bob would have been forbidden from the establishment
much earlier. People were more forgiving in the middle of the night, or maybe
it was just the calming, organized handling of the crises the Phils displayed
that forestalled Bob’s banishment. They knew exactly what to do,
of course.
Call dispatch, they would inform Walter or Brian or Maria or whoever
the cook happened to be. Have them locate Tony and be sure that he
brings his sled.
After a while everyone involved, the Phils, Tony, Penelope PD, referred to
the drill as Big Bob’s return. All they had to say in those pre-dawn phone calls
was, Big Bob’s back, and everyone would know exactly what to do, a lot like a
jubilee. Before it was all over, it came to resemble a jubilee more and more,
with a growing list of the curious and the luminous wishing to be notified
when Bob made his annual southern migration. Even on years when he didn’t
get stuck, the Phils would still make the phone call to dispatch and inform
them, Big Bob’s back. But we don’t need the sled this time.
It had to end some time, of course. That happened on an early Friday
evening when someone other than Bob got himself stuck trying to turn
around in the Waffle House’s parking lot. Big Bob was involved, though.
Bob’s other retirement hobby, besides traveling around the country with
Constance in their Super Coach, was short wave radio. He found he could
keep up with Penelope PD, dispatch, and countless other acquaintances they’d
accumulated on their travels, late at night, while Constance slept back in their
house in Boise. Bob had an office he’d created out of some space beneath one
of the gables of the high slanted roof where he would sit and gaze out at the
stars and test the airways, This is 9-HPB-64, anybody on tonight? Over.
He’d chanced to strike up a relationship with a trucker that drove the
southeastern routes, Atlanta to Miami to Jacksonville to Houston to
Memphis, etc. Crawdaddy, he called himself. Crawdaddy drove as many hours
a day as he could get away with, seven days a week. He slept in his truck. He
took care of his hygiene and ate all his meals at truck stops.
What about family? Bob asked him.
Who needs family? Crawdaddy shot back.
Everyone needs someone, Bob tried.
All I need’s a ticket, Crawdaddy told him, meaning an invoice for a load of
something that had to be trucked somewhere else.
Most of their conversations went that way. Crawdaddy was as recalcitrant as
they come, and Bob never pushed, which is probably the only reason
Crawdaddy answered Bob’s calls.
Bob caught him at a vulnerable moment once, though. Crawdaddy never
told him exactly what was bothering him that evening, but Bob knew
something wasn’t right. CD, as he called him, wasn’t his usual cocksure, selfreliant braggart. He was complaining, almost whining, about the food he ate,
his health, the boredom of endless hours on the road, how every other driver
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on the road hated truckers because of their size, or their bulk, their splash,
everything. Makes a guy lonely, you know?
Bob had always told him to stop by if he ever found himself in Boise. But
CD had always answered, Not much chance a-that, so Bob didn’t repeat the
offer that night, when CD really seemed to need something, or someone.
Bob figured it had to be a birthday or anniversary or some other reminder of
the life he’d left behind that was affecting his mood, so Bob simply offered,
CD, if you ever need anyone and you’re anywhere near Mobile Bay, stop on
the eastern shore, at Penelope.
south on 98 to the Waffle House. Tell
them you’re friend of Big Bob from Boise and ask for Phil. They’ll take
care of you.
So he did. He drove up the hill and tried to get an angle back amongst the
employee’s
so he could turn the rig around and leave it idling, and in his
distraught frame of mind, got himself stuck. CD tried for the better part of an
hour to disentangle himself, knowing he’d gotten out of spaces a lot tighter
than the Waffle House, but his confidence was shot that particular evening for
reasons he never divulged, and all he managed to accomplish was wedging
himself against the entrance, actually damaging the door before it was all over.
there a Phil here? CD asked when he finally gave up and came inside.
Right here, they all said, raising their hands.
Agnes was working her customary evening shift. She started to say, You
can’t leave that thing there, but CD looked so stricken that she guided him to
a seat, poured him a cup of coffee, and asked if he’d like to see menu. Then
she went ahead and made the call to dispatch.
Out of habit, she signaled a Big Bob drill, even before CD had mentioned
their connection. Getting a Big Bob call at dusk on summer’s Friday evening
caught everyone off guard and ill-prepared. The dispatcher on duty didn’t
know to alert Tony about the sled,
he didn’t go back to the yard and
switch to the industrial rig. He, like everyone else listening in, assumed it was
a social call, and took his time responding. Dave, and all the other off-duty
municipal workers who’d grown fond of Bob and Constance, made their
leisurely ways to the Waffle House, unaccustomed to a Friday evening
appearance. When they all got there and saw that it was a real live situation,
well, they didn’t know what to do except ask if anyone’d called Tony.
He’s on his way, they all took turns answering.
By the time Tony arrived, it was a real mess, between the municipal
vehicles clogging the driveway and CD’s jack-knifed rig blocking the few
diners who’d been inside when he showed up.
CD was beside himself, embarrassed for getting stuck—something truckers
take great pride in avoiding—as well as depressed.
The Phils kept his spirits up as best they could. This happens all the
time, honest.
Tony did the best he could with what he had but only blew out the
transmission on his winch trying to drag the tractor around. They ended up
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having to call in a rig from the trucking company in Mobile to pull CD free,
embarrassing everyone. Occupants of the Jubilee City prided themselves on
not needing anything in Mobile, now that the new multiplex movie theater
had opened. (It’s an old dispute between the communities that has to do with
taxes and school systems, “bedroom communities,” the usual slurs. The issue
appeared early on the Penelope Register’s list of reasons to live in Penelope, at
number 2,140: not needing anything from Mobile.)
One of the municipal workers who showed up that evening was Cecil
Hornsby, the city’s building inspector. He took a close look at the entrance to
the Waffle House once CD’s truck was turned around and informed Agnes
that she’d have to close down for business until it was fixed.
This thing could pop right off its hinges and crush somebody, he told her.
So the Waffle House was closed for the weekend. And when it reopened
late Monday afternoon, there was a new sign planted at the top of the drive
that read, NO TRUCKS: FISHTRAPS. Agnes had had enough.
The Phils were there for the reopening. They were the first to ask, What’s
a fishtrap, Agnes?
You know, she answered, spreading her arms out and trying to pirouette in
the restricted space between the hot griddle and the soda fountain. Fishtraps.
They didn’t recognize ballet terminology.
Most everyone figured it had to have something to do with jubilee, but no
one could quite make the connection, and all Agnes ever offered by way of
explanation was the same brief recital in her Waffle House uniform and white
safety shoes. Well, someone needs to notify Bob, was the best response they
could come up with.
Other than that, business went on pretty much as usual. The Phils
occupied their customary space at the booth in the front corner and welcomed
everyone else to the Waffle House. Welcome to the Waffle House, they’d call
in Bob’s absence. Bob eventually got word of the restriction and took to
towing a used Le Baron convertible he’d purchased so he could still visit the
Waffle House on their sojourns southward. Everyone seemed to heed the sign
even without understanding what it meant, literally, so there was never
another jack-knifed rig blocking the parking lot of the Waffle House in
Penelope, Alabama.
The parking lot was almost always near capacity, though. All of the
municipal workers and local dignitaries, who had taken to gathering there
whenever there was a Big Bob, still congregated at the restaurant at regular
intervals. It became the unofficial, off-duty headquarters for Penelope’s law
and order. And then it showed up on the Register’s list at number 1,036
(the building’s address: the editors were so pleased with themselves), Our
Waffle House.
That sent business through the roof. It’s probably the only Waffle House
in the country that you have to call for reservations on busy, jubilee kind of
days, like Mother’s Day, or the Sunday after Thanksgiving.
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Surprisingly, not everyone knew it was the unofficial off-duty headquarters
for Penelope’s law and order.
Chawser didn’t, for one.
He found out in a hurry though.
Found out in a big hurry, Phil said.
What’s a big hurry? another Phil asked.
They questioned most everything now, since Agnes’ sign went up.
He stopped by the Waffle House about eleven at night, on a Tuesday.
Nobody got a very good look at him, or recognized his car, a green fourdoor Stanza, even though he had local tags.
He never actually came into the restaurant.
We knew who he was, though nobody asked us.
Nobody ever asks, you know?
He just sat in his Stanza for minute or so, and then started it up and
backed out again, as if he’d been sitting there counting his money and didn’t
even have enough for a cup of coffee.
It was a successful three-point turn, everyone noticed, but he stopped at
the top of the driveway anyway.
Backs up like a New Yorker, Phil said.
Like a man, Chris, Dave’s partner said.
Women don’t back up.
Ever?
Not if they can help it.
Backs up like a New Yorker, the Phils said again, wresting the
conversation back.
Another of the Phils’ theories concerned the correlation between car
handling and place of origin. They’d noticed that New Yorkers (or at least
drivers with New York plates on the front of their vehicles) liked to back into
parking spaces, where everyone else pulled in and then backed out as they
were leaving. And then, one time, a driver without any plates on the front of
his car backed in. Phil wouldn’t abandon the theory though.
Excuse me, he said to the patron, once he was seated. Do you mind if I
ask where you’re from?
Where I’m from? the man asked back, flipping his menu card over and
back. Ah, New Orleans, he said, without any trace of a Cajun accent.
Originally? Phil pressed him.
Originally? No. Originally, I’m from New York. Upstate, he added,
reflexively.
Thank you, Phil said, beaming. I’d recommend the steak and eggs, he
added, in an effort to make the connection.
QED.
For two theories at once!
Then Chawser did the unthinkable. He got out of his idling car and pulled
up Agnes’ sign, stashed it in the backseat, got in, and drove off.
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The occupants of the Waffle House could not believe what they
were seeing.
Hah! Rudy the cook called out.
Dave the policeman and an EMT friend happened to be outside chatting
and witnessed the whole thing. Put that down! they yelled, then sounded the
alert. Theft at the WH, they called into their car radios. Suspect headed south
on 98 in green Stanza.
The place emptied. Everyone who owned any kind of vehicle was out the
door and in the chase. The Phils had never seen such a posse.
Kind of an anti-Big Bob, Rudy said. A reverse jubilee. Rudy had never
been entirely overjoyed to
working at the unofficial, off-duty headquarters
of Penelope’s law and order. The way he saw it, the Waffle House was his
domain, from four in the afternoon until midnight, Monday through Friday,
but the LOs, as he called them, had a most annoying habit of trying to assert
their authority. They complained about the jukebox, for one. Said they
couldn’t hear their radios while music was playing, and management conceded
the point, actually replacing the jukebox with a police scanner.
That’s when Scarpete showed up. He’d been driving north on 98, headed
for the interstate, headed away from the eastern shore, trying to avoid reasons
to stop, when the flood of vehicles exiting the Waffle House without yielding
to traffic on the four-lane had almost sideswiped him.
He pulled up the driveway and slid to a stop, dissecting a couple of
parking spaces in the open lot, stomped inside, and demanded, What the hell
was that all about?
Welcome to the Waffle House! the Phils called to him in the otherwise
deserted restaurant.
What are you frowning at? Rudy asked.
What the hell was that? Scarpete asked again, in a foul mood and not
wanting to let go of it.
Stampede.
staying? Rudy said, holding up a menu.
And then the Phils called, Welcome home!, which prompted a
double take.
Scarpete relaxed, nodded his head, and moved toward stool. But Rudy
told him, Can’t sit there. Or there.
Scarpete continued down the length of the counter, looking up to Rudy
to see if the empty seat was actually empty. Rudy had turned back to his
griddle and only glanced over his shoulder and shook his head as Scarpete
moved from stool to stool. When he reached the end of the counter, he asked
the Phils, Do I need a reservation?
On a Tuesday night? they answered. Are you kidding? Here, pull up
a seat.
Coffee? Rudy asked.
Then the Phils proceeded to tell him about the sign and the Big Bob from
Boise story.
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You would have liked Big Bob, they said.
Oh? Scarpete answered, unsure about staying to hear the whole story.
He’d been on his way out of town, away from Alabama for good, and didn’t
want to be side-tracked again.
Tell him, Rudy, the Phils tried. Tell him he would have liked Big Bob.
Kudzu don’t tell no stories, Rudy answered. You gonna eat something?
Try the steak, Phil said.
Unh-uh, Rudy said before Scarpete could respond. No more steak.
No more steak?
No more steak.
That’s another story, another Phil told Scarpete.
What brings you here? another asked.
What it about this town that you have to have a reason to be here?
I was just being polite, Phil said.
It’s another of their theories. Everyone’s got a story, they’ll tell you.
Except Kudzu.
Kudzu?
Everyone except Kudzu.
Someone needs to listen.
Make them feel special.
Something else they picked up from Big Bob.
Something he learned at HP.
Don’t you wish you could have worked there?
And met Bob earlier?
You would have really liked Big Bob, they say to Scarpete again.
Coffee, he says at last, relaxing in his chair, for the moment.
It was a jubilee kind of day, Phil began.
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Caitlyn Bergeron

A Woman of Sustenance
The unthinkable has happened:
I don’t know what I’m going to serve.
A fullish box of crosnes, sweet corkscrew
shaped root vegetables, tiny tubers
the impossible season
beautiful Tokay red plums
unworldly, always counterclockwise

black radish, rutabaga, beauty heart, burdock
loved the long days, the way things smelled always acquiring things - cold pressed Riesling
seed oil, elderflower syrup, splendid wild butternuts
native predilection for octaves: celery and celery root
in the same dish, or three generations of squash,

pears soft and spotty around the perimeter
down to the ends of turnip boxes

a spherical green vegetable beauty heart radish, handsome, remote,
gorgeous in cross section, a thin rim
pale green giving way to a vivid, almost
pulsing magenta, dripping hemispheres,
leguminous maracas

blanch vintage radishes - bleak, rich, thick

crush stray parsnip leaves
sniff the wistful winter miracle, bright and clean.

- found: “A Woman of Sustenance,”

Gourmet,

October 2001
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Caitlyn Bergeron

California
A chilled celery buttermilk soup,
every spoonful surprise nugget lobster, fingerling
potato, broccolini kitchen cool, calm, uncrowded
of technicians engrossed
in beautiful food, raging
reverentially, exquisitely
responsive to heartfeltinflected food a resume (stretching)
from the Quilted Giraffe, the city,
to here in the foothills, a cottage,
an obscure Catalan cooking manual
(innovative) tasting exploring
bizarre wild a whimsical foundation
quietly elegant as an amuse-bouche
pink frothy tease, a temple of sweet
faint cucumber onion, jalapeno - strawberry
gazpacho scoop the bottom scramble the egg
tang of fish roe that never comes,
crunch of salt, warm cream,
startling syrup, cooking
about many things,
the unexpected, depths of flavor,
funkiness, pomegranate reduction
croquettes crunchy gifts in a winter
trilogy: chestnut, mushroom, cider
crisp and shaved.

- found: “Latin Lover,”

Gourmet,

February 2003
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Joy Wilson

An Interview With Michelle Richmond

Michelle Richmond is the author of the novel Dream of the Blue Room and
the story collection The Girl in the Fall-Away Dress, which won the
Associated Writing Programs Award for Short Fiction. She grew up on
Alabama’s Gulf Coast, then settled in Northern California. She currently
teaches in the MFA Program in Writing at the University of San Francisco,
edits the online literary journal Fiction Attic, and serves on the Advisory
Board of the Isherwood Foundation. Michelle holds an MFA from the
University of Miami, where she was James Michener Fellow. She is the
recipient of a Walter E. Dakin Fellowship, as well as residency grants from the
Millay Colony for the Arts, the Saltonstall Foundation, Hedgebrook, and
The Julia and David White Artists’ Colony in Costa Rica. Her stories and
essays have appeared in Glimmer Train CutBank, Other Voices, Salon.com.
7x7, Travelers’ Tales, and elsewhere. She is spending the Spring 2004
semester as Distinguished Visiting Writer at Bowling Green State University.

In “The World's Greatest Pants, ’’from your short-story collection The Girl in the
Fall-Away Dress, characterization depends on dialogue especially in the father.
The scene is really set by what is being said, rather than felt or seen. Is this where
you start with a story, typically? Do characters usually present themselves to
you first?
I often do begin a story with a situation between two or more characters. But
many of my stories have developed out of single image (“The Girl in the
Fall-Away Dress,” for example) or a phrase. For “The World’s Greatest
Pants,” I began with situation: an elder sister leaving home with her lesbian
partner. The characters were already in place, because the book centers on
four sisters growing up in Alabama. This was one of the last stories wrote,
and by then I knew all four of the sisters pretty well.
I wanted the story to be very short and to show the awkwardness, as well the
sadness, of parting moment between a daughter who desperate to leave
and parents who don’t want to let go. But also wanted the story to have a
celebratory feel―which is where the narrator, Gracie, comes in. She admires
her sister Darlene’s ability to leave, and she even finds herself somewhat
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attracted to Darlene’s girlfriend, who’s wearing these incredibly shiny
red pants.
In general, find dialogue to be an enormous challenge; narrative comes
much more easily to me. When it comes to dialogue, very much feel that
I’m crafting the fiction, working it out intellectually. sometimes hear writers
say that they just let their characters talk. I’d love to do that, but for me the
dialogue portion of story pretty workmanlike. There’s very little magic
about it. This bit of dialogue was easier for me than usual, however. As was
writing it, I was visualizing my house, my driveway, my parents, my sisters. I
was thinking about what my parents would have said if one of us had decided
to move to Texas with a girl who drove an El Camino.

Every short story writer hears the same adage: a story needs a beginning, a
middle, and an end. When you sit down to write a story, do you think about
this? What is your strategy for writing a short story?

I usually have no idea where a story is going until it gets there, and then,
over several revisions, it may go in an entirely different direction by the time
I’m finished.
For me, a story often begins with an idea of a relationship between two
people. The germ of the relationship may come from a moment between
another person and me. This the way “Down the Shore” came about. My
husband Kevin and I were having a dinner party, and he was telling the story
of how he met Bruce Springsteen, story I’d heard many times before and
had always believed without question. But this time, as he was telling it, a
small detail changed. And it occurred to me that perhaps he’d been lying all
along, perhaps he had created this fiction, one in a number of great stories he
had, just to impress me. And I suddenly saw him as somehow more
mysterious, more layered than I had imagined. The entire story came from
this idea of woman who suspects that her significant other’s stories are
untrue, that he is incapable of being honest. (As it turned out, by the way, he
really did spend an hour on the phone one night with The Boss).

Other stories come from an image. The Girl in the Fall-Away Dress” grew
out of a moment when I looked up from my car on Market Street in San
Francisco and saw a woman in a loose-fitting dress doing some sort of dance
on a footbridge that stretched over the street, and a gust of wind lifted the
dress just as was approaching. I heard the line in my head, decided that
would be the title, then wrote a story to match the title.
I rarely do much editing or changing of the beginning of a story, because this
is the part that comes most naturally to me. The middle and end tend to
come out pretty clunky at first and need lots of work.
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Both the collection and the novel depict sexual experiences, heterosexual and
homosexual. What is the power of the sexual or sensual?

I think that sex in literature, as in life, should go beyond the merely
titillating. Sometimes we have sex for recreational purposes; sometimes we
have sex because it is the most natural expression of our emotional
attachments; sometimes we have sex in moments of despair, because an
intimate physical connection with another person may be the best way to
draw ourselves, momentarily, out of that despair. Sometimes we have sex
because, as a group of precocious schoolchildren put it in a wonderful story
by Donald Barthelme, “We require an assertion of value, we are frightened.”
In my opinion, sex has as natural a place in literature as does work, religion,
and death.

One of the stories in The Girl in the Tall-Away Dress, “Propaganda,” involves
a lonely wife who fondly recalls the S&M games she used to play with her
now-absentee husband. When read that story in public, people tend to
laugh, but I don’t think it’s necessarily a “ha-ha” kind of laughter. People
have told me the story makes them uncomfortable. Ultimately, it’s sad story
about a woman wasting away in a destitute marriage—sex is way of
highlighting her severe loneliness. I think sex is great way to show the
awkward, uncomfortable, painful moments in our characters’ lives.

Do you feel as though writing the homosexual experience is risky being a
heterosexual woman ?
I am, it is true, happily married to a fabulous guy named Kevin. But we come
to marriage, as to writing, with many experiences. The sex scenes between
the narrator and her friend Amanda Ruth in Dream of the Blue Room are
about sex, certainly, but they’re also about the intimacy between young
female friends, an intimacy many women have experienced to some degree or
another. It often happens that, after a reading, a woman will come up to me
in private and ask, “Was it difficult to write the scene with Amanda Ruth by
the pond?” My answer tends to be no.

Both books transverse coasts. The collection moves between California, Alabama,
New York, and even Texas; the novel takes the reader from New York, to
Alabama, to China. Could you discuss the importance ofplace in your work ?
I ve moved around lot, and I’ve done a lot of traveling. Places stick in my
mind—the natural and manmade architecture of a place, the character of its
people, the climate. These things find their way into my writing without any
real intent on my part. The emotional heart of Dream of the Blue Room is a
small river-town in Alabama, even though the present action is set on the
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Yangtze River. My extended family is all in Mississippi, so I spent lot of
time there growing up, mainly in Brookhaven. My identity was formed on
Alabama’s Gulf Coast, the bulk of my memory is grounded there, and my
fiction always pulls me that way, even when I set out to write about
somewhere else.
As time passes, other places where I ve made my bed have also taken root in
my mind and have become fertile ground for fiction. My new novel is very
much a San Francisco book, and yet, again, large sections of the book cast
back in time to Alabama. I find that I’m incapable of separating my fiction
from place.

In Dream of the Blue Room, how did you approach writing dialogue?
spent a couple of months in China in 1998, which how Dream of the Blue
Room began. also spent a year as an English tutor for the president of a
Chinese trading company. I wanted to get the syntax down on the page as
accurately as I could, but at the same time I was worried that, by doing so, it
might look as though the narrator was poking fun at the villagers. So I toned
down the syntactical missteps quite a bit, and tried to get the flavor of the
speech without being disrespectful or making the text tedious to read.

One thing noticed while in China was a tendency toward double-speak.
This happens, to a large degree, out of political necessity, but also out of a
cultural appreciation of nuance and subtlety. As a foreigner in China, I always
had to be aware of the subtext, of the meaning beneath the surface of the
words. This happens in any language, of course, and in any language it can
make for interesting tension on the page, just as it makes for tension in
real life.
An example: In Beijing, I visited Bei Da University, the country’s premier
university, with former student. This was nine years after Tiananmen
Square, and I was still very interested in what had happened, but I knew it
was not subject that was open for discussion. We passed a bulletin board,
which was covered with handmade flyers. I asked my friend what the flyers
were for, and he explained that they were ads for English-language tutoring
services. He paused and added, “In 1989, there were many other kinds of
messages here, but now the students just want to study and learn English. We
want to make better business in China.” The subtext, of course, was that
political flyers had once been common there, and that they were no longer
allowed, and, perhaps, the students were no longer very interested in
such matters.
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Dream of the Blue Room is political at times; one scene that sticks out long
after reading is the “tour” of the young couple's modern apartment. What were
your experiences with the Chinese government!

My experiences very much helped to shape what I put on the page. During
my time in China, Clinton made a speech at Tiananmen Square. The event
was highly controlled by the government in terms of who could attend and
what could be broadcast. The soldiers kept pushing us back, keeping us from
getting too close to the action.
On a number of occasions, while talking to someone who wanted to practice
his or her English with me, we would be approached by a third party—
sometimes in uniform, sometimes not—who would begin questioning us
belligerently. don’t speak Mandarin,
I was never sure what was being
said. But I could surmise—by virtue of the fact that the person with whom I
was talking would walk away or change seats on the train or suddenly become
very tense—that someone did not want them talking to me. This was 1998,
and Chinese citizens were very much discouraged from talking to foreigners.
I hear this is changing somewhat.
You mentioned before that details sometimes trigger a story or scene. How
important are the little details!
In Dream of the Blue Room, the name of the cruise director, Elvis Paris,
comes from a guy who worked at my apartment building in Beijing. still
have his business card with his name printed on it. He took Elvis as his first
name because he was a big fan, and Paris as his last name because his dream
in life was to visit Paris. The little details are crucial, both in novels and short
stories. We get to character and place through those details.

Did you ever experience a bout of writer’s block while writing Dream of the
Blue Room! How did you deal with it! And how much of what you wrote
actually became the novel that was published!

I didn’t experience writer’s block with Dream of the Blue Room simply
because of the way it was written. Because of my teaching load at the time, I
only had a month each summer to write. I went away three years in row to
colony, where spent a month doing nothing but writing this novel, up to
eight hours a day. By the time that summer month came around each year, I
was
anxious to get back to work that writer’s block wasn’t a problem.
I’m also lucky in that my husband a writer who has a wealth of ideas. He’s
constant kick in the pants, telling me what scenes need to be written and
working out kinks in plot, as well as alerting me when my male characters are
rotten to the point of not being believable.
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About a month before I sent the novel out for the final time, I axed a pretty
major character and got rid of the first three chapters. There were probably
about a hundred pages that didn’t make it into the final draft.

Fledgling writers are told time and time again to sit down and write every day.
Besides the colonies, do you write at any other time?
Until this year, I did almost all of my writing during those one-month
writing residencies. That’s because I was teaching simultaneously at three
colleges, in addition to teaching private writing workshops. Fortunately, my
teaching load has eased enormously over the past year. Now I teach in two
Bay Area MFA programs, which allows me to devote two eight-hour days
each week to writing. also try to get a couple of hours in on Saturday and
Sunday mornings.

When I begin new novel, I buy moleskin notebook in which jot down
ideas, list scenes that need to be written, make notes on arrangement, etc.
My research goes in the moleskin notebook, too.
Are you working in a new notebook now ?

I ve recently finished a draft of a novel set in San Francisco. Kind of my love
letter to San Francisco, I guess. The narrator is photographer, and there’s a
lot of stuff going on with memory—loss of memory, false memory. A
relationship falls apart, of course. I don’t think I ve ever written anything in
which a relationship does not fall apart.

You said you teach in two MFA programs. Do you find it difficult to write
and teach?

It’s difficult to write and teach composition. It’s difficult to write and teach
too much. But teaching and writing is far easier, I’m sure, than trying to
write with nine-to-five job. Or trying to write with three kids. Those of us
who make a living teaching at universities are extraordinarily lucky. Unless
you’re teaching summer school, you have almost three months every summer
to write, which is far more luxury than most of the population gets.
When did you begin writing?

I knew when I was fourteen years old that I wanted to be writer, but at that
time I hoped to be a journalist.
an undergraduate I went to the University
of Alabama, where I had the good fortune to study with some wonderful
professors like Allen Wier and Don Hendrie, Jr.
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When did you begin sending out your work ?

I started sending stories out when I was 22. I got loads of rejections, of
course, but about year after graduated I had my first story accepted for
publication in book called Alabama Bound, which was anthology of work
by Alabama Writers.
Were there times when you were just beginning your writing career, you ever felt
discouraged, like you weren’t going to make a living as a writer? What was it
that changed your mind ?
Oh, all the time. Most of the time. Even now, I don’t have much hope of
making living as a writer—if that means being able to procure food, shelter,
single-malt Scotch, and sassy red shoes with the proceeds of my books. I’m
lucky in that I love teaching, and publishing books allows me to teach
creative writing; in that sense, am able to make a living as a teacher because
I’m a writer.

Writing is, in many ways, an inherently discouraging profession. There are, of
course, the rejections, which most of us have received in the hundreds. There
are the agents who don’t want to represent a story collection because it
won’t sell, there are the conglomerate bookstores who exercise devastating
control over the publishers, there are the trifling advances and the readings
with only five people in attendance, four of whom are related to the author
who’s reading.

But there is, thank God, the joy of writing, which is the only thing that keeps
many of us in the cluttered room, alone, day after day, writing stories and
novels which may never see print. In addition to the joy of writing, there are
little successes along the way. During the time agents were rejecting my first
failed novel (a grad-school effort of five-hundred-plus pages), literary
magazines were accepting my short stories. I will forever be grateful to those
editors, because every time a story was accepted, I felt I really had a chance as
a writer. And there were always professors—at the University of Alabama, and
later at the Universities of Arkansas and Miami—who were kind enough to
encourage me despite the fact that what I was writing at the time was terribly
flawed. They were willing to see something in it, willing to believe that over
time, I would write something good.

My stroke of fortune was the call from AWP in the summer of 2000, when I
learned that my story collection would be published. That afternoon, to
celebrate, walked down Market Street and bought a pair of shiny red Mary
Janes from my favorite thrift store, Crossroads Trading Company. They cost
nineteen dollars. Then I bought a bottle of champagne, which Kevin and I
drank out of plastic cups at the very cold China Beach.
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F. D. Rzicznek

Pennsylvania
Wreckage: trees garbled and shattered,
mailboxes pretzeled into odd shapes,
telephone poles tossed like javelins,
as if an enormous child with clumsy hands
had stumbled through the landscape,
picking objects up at random
and then throwing them aside.
One house, really shack with carport,
lay flattened like a box and someone
said that the house had been painted
bright green and after the storm
not one speck was found.
As I drive the highway, thinking
of when I toured the tornado’s path
with my father and two of my uncles,
I am confronted with the unexpected
and impossible knowledge of horses
many of them, brown and black, flexing
like machines, years ago, down
this very stretch of plain nothing,
when there used to be nothing
and I can see now
everything slowly diminishing
back into itself:
the white and yellow lines slide
up into the can of paint,
the road’s rough tongue narrows
to a dirt path and then only forest.
By now my car has fallen apart, its metals
crawling back toward their origins,
and my clothes too, gone, until
I am left naked under trees that
are being sucked back into the stale winter grass
which itself recedes.
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Birds break back into their eggs,
mammals exhumed
from soil, bones growing
flesh, bodies getting smaller,
flying back up into
the wombs of their mothers.
All is exhausted.
Fog rises from the ditches natural as fire
to the severe quietude of the sky. I am alone
with only a memory of horses
coursing through me not unlike blood,
but more like beam of light
passing through wide window.
Around me, falling nearly green
in the morning hue, snow.
There were and were never horses running
like water
beneath these branches.
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Jack Butler

Sometimes a Person Talks Stupid

I wont lie to you. This voice is not, right now,
the voice of hope. Maybe itll change,
hang around. But as rearrange
the impulse of this sonnet some lowbrow
official nitwit ruins the ears of anyhow
a dozen children. We see the cruel and strange
and think it wisdom. Humans kneel or cringe
in shame, in pain, in hunger. We allow
our own to fail, go frozen, die alone.
Bring it on home, kiddo. When it hurts to move
and aint getting better, when everything fails
but mostly that warmest spot, immortal love.
You know it but pretend you dont, or else
youd what? Break down? Blow out that high blank bone?
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Jim Daniels

Faith
If God hung a sheet out on the line to dry
it would look like this.
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Janisse Ray

Confluence
To find you, I combed heaven and earth
barefoot across blistering sand dunes,
through gnarled wind-forest.
Through meadows, thickets and gardens
I went looking. In halls, stairwells, cafes,
on buses - in the faces of a thousand
thousand strangers I looked for you.
Once in Arizona, stopping for pie,
a man asked could I recite the opening lines
of Canterbury Tales, because he dreamed
of a certain woman who would.
The way, when was sixteen, you came
mid-sleep calling yourself Red:
you were dark-skinned, long hair braided,
and rode from the badlands on horseback.
I’m sorry, told the man,
who had to go on looking.

And you, my love, to get here,
were sent out into a storm
that rained blue-hot hail,
requiring that you traverse lonely beach
while lightning struck around you.
Everywhere you turned the world was on fire.
Behind, your house burned to the ground.
Thus, bearing our thunderous hearts,
we came to the same shade
under the same tree.
Are you writing song? You asked.
No, a poem, I said.
Already much of the time we had
to be together is gone.
How much left we do not know.
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Each moment is a hive, filled with honey,
a tree in fruit: waking in your arms,
bent over lettuce in the garden,
waltzing in the kitchen, paddling
toward sunset at Wakulla Beach among
dolphins giddy in an outgoing tide.
We have only moments, and deer tongue
growing where none had been in the bare dirt.
We have only this moment,
standing by a river, to say,
what glory, o wonder, o boundless grace.
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Janisse Ray

Bird-men of Belize
“The truth is that we have only begun to explore life on earth.”
—E.O. Wilson, The Future of Life

At 5:45 a.m. I leave a simple wood cabana amid birdcall do not recognize.
The guide we hired sight unseen, Rubin, is waiting in the courtyard, where
the receptionist in the lodge said he’d be. His skin is the color of caramel, his
dark hair close-cropped, and he can’t be more than 21. Too young. At that
age could name hardly ten birds.
My friends arrive. “Ready?” Rubin says, his English perfect, although he
was born across the border in Guatemala. He wastes no time. Within a few
strides on the rough, machete-cleared trail leading through the Belizean
jungle, toward the Temple of the Jaguar, part of this Mayan ceremonial
center, Rubin spots a northern waterthrush hopping ahead of us on the
ground. Eager to see every flying, swimming, running, crawling, bobbing
kind of life there is, run smack into Paul. In a blue-gray blur, the bird flips
under the disappearing cloak of night.
“Did you catch it?” Doug, behind me, whispers. I shake my head.
Seconds later, Rubin cocks his ear toward a croaking and says quietly,
“Yellow-billed cacique.” I’ve never heard of such a creature; Rubin pauses
long enough for all of us to focus our binoculars and get a good look at a
blackbird with a startling yellow-green beak and a golden eye. can’t believe
how fast my heart is beating.
I get serious then. This is not going to be lazy stroll. On a pad I start
scribbling a list. Within a minute—I swear, a minute—Rubin has pointed out
a red-throated ant tanager.
The birds get more and more exotic. Keel-billed toucan, red-lored parrot,
black-headed saltator They are endlessly fine. Ivory-billed woodcreeper, collared
aracari, northern bentbill.
I have always been in love with the world, but when I was a young
woman, not out of college, someone taught me that pishing, making the
whispery pish-pish-pish, especially in the spring, would attract birds. One
evening, sitting still under a low-hanging laurel oak, I called a yellow-rumped
warbler (I later learned from bird guide) to within a few feet of me. I held
my breath, amazed that a bird could be so close and so beautiful. Somehow
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that tiny flying ode, beneath its fine coverlet of feathers, held all the
knowledge and wisdom that could be learned. After that, I wanted to know
what birds knew. I wanted to know the world that made them.
I became like the little boy I saw last year at the Florida Folk Festival. He
was maybe five years old, wearing thick glasses the size of a child’s face. He
stood near the Cajun jam tent, at the edge of a grove of trees, with his sweaty
little fist held toward the air.
Something about the child’s face arrested me. It was scrunched in
hopefulness. “Hi,” I said. Without speaking, he turned his face fully toward
me and opened his hand. His eyes were bright behind the little glasses. In his
cupped palm was a half-teaspoon of moist millet and a sunflower seed
or two.
“Wonderful,” I said. “Have any come yet?”
“Not yet,” he said. “But one time a bird came.”
knelt toward him. “I hope lots come,” I said.
As the years pass, I know more and more birds by sight and sometimes by
sound. But these Belize birds: pale-billed woodpecker, squirrel cuckoo, blue
ground dove. I could never have dreamed these birds into existence. They are
art, brilliant and alive, their names pure poetry: chachalaca, violaceous trogan,
blue-crowned motmot, bright-rumped attila.
Not only does Rubin recognize the birds by call, he also identifies them
by song. Every bird we find, he names. “How many birds do you know?” I
ask him.
“More than 500,” he says. He doesn’t talk much.
“Five hundred?” I ask incredulously. Although Belize a small country,
540 species of birds occur there, although ornithologists continually
document new sightings, and the total is suspected to be more correctly 600.
“How did you learn them?”
“I was trained to be a bird guide in Belize City,” he says. “I studied hard.
I still study them.”
“You are an excellent birder,” I say. “And so young. It’s incredible. In my
country, I would be hard-pressed to find a 21-year-old who knows as many
birds as you know.” Rubin smiles.
Belize was logged like most countries until the 1950 except in its most
remote sections. It has been able to retain a primeval wildness, however,
because loggers selected only logwood and the most valuable hardwoods,
leaving most of the forest canopy intact. Lucidly, the logs were floated to the
coast along waterways. Road-building would have opened the country up to
clear-cutting and development. Now, Belize’s department of nature is also the
department of tourism. The country a hot spot for ecotourism, partly
because more than half the plant and animal species of the world are thought
to occur in tropical rainforests. Young people are trained to guide such
ecotourists as us.
Rubin brings us to the place where the foot-trail meets a two-path road,
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and we travel along it. We are being passed now by platoons of workers
heading to the archeological ruin at Lamanai. Some walk and some ride
bicycles; occasionally a truck passes hauling a group. will see them later
shoveling earth down chutes to uncover a temple, and hauling it away in
wheelbarrows.
A pickup passes and we ease to the side of the road. A Guatemalan man
hanging out the passenger window speaks to Rubin. "Pajarero" he says,
almost fondly, in Spanish.
Pajaro bird. If caballo is horse, caballero horseman, cowboy. look
at Rubin.
“Bird-man?” I ask.
"Si," he says. “Somos pajareros."
Rubin finds more birds: yellow-throated euphonia, plain xenops, blackcrowned tityra, laughing falcon.
“He’s going to get a warbler neck,” Doug whispers, “looking
straight up.”
“No, he got a special hinge put in.”
“He’s like a snake,” Paul jokes. “He can disarticulate his neck.”
That morning, we add six more flycatchers to our list, including yellowolive ochre-bellied, great-crested, dusky-capped, boat-billed and brown-crested. I
wish I could describe each one to you, and tell you how we see it, but the
movement of the morning is quick—a word, a point, a hurried lift of the
binoculars, breathing out. Scissor-tailed flycatcher, great-tailed grackle,
northern jicana, great kiskadee, hooded oriole, red-lored parrot. Swallow-tailed
kite, that old friend.
We stop to identify a bird sitting on top of a snag. It turns out to be a
knob of wood. A green-tailed stationary treetopper, someone calls.
We are shown rubber tree, oozing gum. At the same moment, Paul and
I pick off a piece of latex and attach it under our noses. This, Doug says, is
the great intellectual moment of the trip. We see army ants, traipsing with their
scraps of leaves, and a swarm of killer bees. Flocks of parrots fly by, like they
used to do in the South. I have only seen these beautiful things in cages.
Here is where they belong, free. There, just sitting on a limb, completely at
home, another toucan, the bird every schoolchild knows from coloring
books. It’s just sitting there. I feel my mouth hanging open all
the time.
Later, I will sit alone under a strangler fig burdened with fruit, at the feet
of the sacred Temple of the Jaguar, looking up into branches thick with
warblers. Soon, these migratory birds will return to their nesting ground, my
home. I feel as if I know them better, not that I ve seen their other country:
magnolia, Kentucky, prothonatary, yellow-throated, black-throated green.
Belize begins and ends with a list: oscillated turkey, sulphur-rumped
flycatcher, long-tailed hermit, Montezuma oropendula, red-billed pigeon,
mottled owl, bat falcon. But each listing is more than the poetry of name
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written out. It is a very alive and beautiful animal, a particular of a kind, a
being as much in love with and at home on this planet as we are. Its every
action is a dedication to life. As we are dedicated.
What is the name of the person who loves life? Vida, videra! That is what
I am, lover of that old elixir of breath and pulse. Explorer of beauty. Scholar
of amazement. Call me that when I’m on my knees among the trees.
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Beth Champlin
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Janisse Ray

Eve of St. Valentine
Weeks of unusual winds
in a windless place.
The pine struck by lightning leaning
toward the eve of love’s day.
The day my husband cradled sapling longleafs
in straw in the field beyond.
While dough rose on the stove.
The day my father drew a line
between me and him.
A line always there.
Not imaginary.
I looked straight at him and crossed it.
Crossed it, crossed it, line of old tree, lightning line.
What are you going to do now?
It’s down.
Wind, oh stop your blowing, wind,
now the tree’s down.
All of the old trees are leaning
one way or another.
The cardinal a sudden red bloom
in the dooryard quince.
Winter sun flaring on its breast.
My father carrying his wounded heart
in its cradle of ribs
out the old door.
I wish I had a hand so big and strong
it could straighten damaged things.
Those blown over. Slanted.
Compressed to withstand.
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When the tree began to fall
none of us heard.
The voice of wind was steady,
urging it down.
Dough rising in the kitchen
over a pan of fresh-boiled water.
My father walking out
leaving his old line, fence-line, heart-line.
The tree so strange, lying green
on the ground.
I like to imagine
that as the tree was finally going down in the wordless space of falling the cardinal in its branches,
like a winged red heart,
flew free of the crashing ribs of limbs.
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Wendy S. Walters

Piano Miniature
In the Museum of Natural Technology, a man plays
miniature piano on the head of pin. He sings
falsetto with an awful voice but, gosh, I can’t help it
and fall in love. So what if he can’t tell my moony gaze
is frivolous, he swears God is watching him ring
those strings. He is right, but my enormous eye
emits a lesser love. Now pious, he plays without wit,
flat hymns of faith. Despite what each chorale says
he would rather sing sappy ballads of trivial things,
like booty for glory. I foresee him lost in the pits
of my mammoth body, the peaks so far from the sky.
Nope. No small guy would survive. go home to bed.
The piano player believes he is dead, can’t see why
God wept for a song, quit the lights and then fled.
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Stephanie Dickinson

Men of New Orleans
I

If I cut my eyelashes there would
be no feeling
I would have to move my ear lobe
between the blades
or the tip of my nose to know
about touch. To show you
how gentle I am imagine a mist
or a plasma bag barbering
your bangs, shaving you bald.
Orchids thrive in snow and spongy soil.
Most are hermaphrodites. An earthworm
loses its head and grows another.
It is both male and female. The hagfish,
a self-fertilizing neuter.
Look, these fins are my hands, this
tallow melted to bone, my flesh.
My neck thinks of me as its lily stem.
Wandering toward the French Quarter
under a fang of moon, I know my future.
Mutant, I sing in a beautiful whisper
a brittlestar that lives underwater.
II
Born with a baby penis tucked
between my girl lips, I got
my period at twelve. Mama rode her
white horse over and over my briefs
blossoming with first menstruation.
No son of mine bleeds she screamed.
I shiver listening to the river, the oil barges.
The Mississippi ruts with Chouteau swamp.
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Magazine Street breeds surly magnolia.
Sweat drips from my eyelids. I walk the streets,
strange beautiful names, Ursuline, Dauphine
Elysian Fields, Mandeville, Marais,
Heat collects in the cunts of camellias, in the eaves
and gutters. Everything’s in suspension.
I’m a hoop-skirted belle emptying my chamber pot
on the heads of Yankee soldiers,
a Storyville sweet girl swathed in silk kimono
haunting gardenia-thickened parlors.
III

You can hear the thugs pull up, sometimes
they run at me with full beer cans,
bicycle chains wrapped around their
fists, full of steroid-rage, banging fifteen times in my eye.
I taste the knife slide between my ribs,
missing my heart and lungs, whoever pushes
does it slow so the point only bludgeons.
I see myself on a gurney
in the cigarette-butted entrance to Charity Memorial.
The drip-bag far from the water hyacinth
and mugginess. I’m in hospital bed
no, a Royal Street nightclub,
black and white mezzanine, needles
stabbed into my ceratoid artery.
Why am I naked except for the swamp slime?
Men in white-cuffed shirts
toast women who drink from goblets and
smear lipstick like butterfly wounds.
I ve brought mosquitoes with me.
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IV
My lonesomeness comforts me.
Our Lather who art in New Orleans
hallowed be Thy name. Kingdom of the
Fiery Throated Hummingbird
and White Alligator Thy will be done.
Yea though I walk through the shadow
of the pirate Jean LaFitte
I will fear no evil for the Sapphire Throated Egret
art with me, the Yellow-Crowned
Night Heron the Steamertail and Kingfisher,
the Captain Zoom Swamp Tours,
the trombones, the she-crab souffles, the grasshopper brandies,
dusk time and the bayou.
Amen.

V

Sometimes I love water.
I love standing tall.
And then I grow smalla tree lying on its side,
a dugout canoe floating off
into the Egg Nebula.
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Kendrick Greer
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George Singleton

When Earth Waits
When forced to reflect on when my marriage supposedly started to fall
apart, I began with how I told Lyla I once owned a significant collection of
Houdini memorabilia that simply vanished into thin
We weren’t even
married yet—this was second-date material, and it took me eighteen-plus
years to understand the root of our problems. I’m talking went backwards
in time with the marriage counselor. Lyla studied the wallpaper, as best as I
could tell. The counselor twisted hairs on his beard, on the left side of his lip,
like I’m sure he’d seen in movies. I said, “I was brought up believing that the
whole process of death begins the moment you’re born. Every day gone is a
day of dying. Maybe it’s the same in marriage. Like, as soon as vows are
taken there in a Gatlinburg wedding chapel, the process of divorce wakes up.
I’m a big-time believer that marriage is the number one cause of divorce in
America, doctor. You are a doctor, right?”
The counselor pointed toward three diplomas and a series of bona fide
certificates. Lyla said, “I knew you wouldn’t take this seriously, Mendal.” To
the counselor she said, “What did I tell you.”
My wife and sat together on couch, and Dr. Boyce sat behind his
desk. This was all the way up in Asheville, three-hour drive from home.
Lyla’ seen Boyce interviewed on some E-TV show concerning life choices,
the alignment of planets, and carbohydrate intake. That’s all she needed
to be convinced.
said, “Yes, I am. I’m serious.” I said to the psychologist, “Is there any
way we could turn off those fake waterfall machines over there? The sound of
running water makes me want to pee.”
Boyce got up and unplugged a miniature statue of urns tippling into
another, and another, and another. He wore wool pants in summer, I
noticed. “Y’all are what—early forties? Don’t think you’re alone in this
situation. I’m always happy when patients come in without black eyes and
slashed wrists. think we can work this out.” He reached into drawer and
said, “Who wants Rice Krispy treat?”
Lyla and shook our heads No. He unwrapped his and started crunching
away, and I’m talking he chewed each bite at least forty times. I got up and
turned one fake waterfall back on. Lyla said, “Control freak.”
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Dr. Boyce said, “You may be a confused water sign. Are you Pisces
or Aquarius?”
You’d have to know me to understand how much hate people who ride
the pop psychology/zodiac wave blindly toward rocky, oil-slicked shores. I
said, Taurus.”
“Aaah.”
Lyla stood up for no apparent reason. I sat back down. She said, “First
off, I want to say that I have a sense of humor. Take me to comedy club
and I’ll be the first to slap my knee. But when nothing’s funny, I’m not
going to let out big fake belly laughs. I’m sorry. Mendal was brought up to
believe he was dying every minute, and I was brought up thinking that
what’s not funny shouldn’t be laughed at.”
I laughed. Dr. Boyce looked at me in the same way that Mrs. Hawthorne
did back in high school when I thought Ethan Frome’s sleighing disaster was
sidesplitting. The psychologist said, “Not that this may or may not have
anything to do with your situation particularly, but how often do you two
spend time apart from each other?”
We both said, “Never,” simultaneously. It didn’t take some kind of FBI
voice-recognition expert to notice the edgy diminuendo in our responses.
From his desk, Dr. Boyce picked up softball-sized beanbag with the
continents sewn onto it and tossed it to me. “ want y’all to stand six feet
apart. Mendal, I want you to gently throw the beanbag to Lyla, and while it’s
in midair quickly state something that bothers you. Lyla, after you catch the
earth, take a step back and do the same. You catch it, Mendal, take a step
back, and
on.”
The room wasn’t but forty feet wide, at the most. I tossed the earth in a
high arc and said, “Thinks I’ll cheat on her when I really only want to play
poker on Monday nights with a couple buddies.” Understand that had to
speak fast.
My wife caught it, stepped back, and underhanded me one. “Thinks my
yoga class is stupid.”
I nodded. I stepped back. “Thinks I’m forcing myself into her
archeological territory when in fact I’m only trying to make ends meet and
give us a brighter financial future.”
Lyla caught it, stepped back, and threw the earth at me in a way that
would ve made any major league pitching coach proud. “Self-absorbed.”
Dr. Boyce said, “
Good catch, Mendal.”
I tossed the beanbag back to my wife and said, “Inferiority complex.”
She stepped back and said, “Thinks he’s smarter than anyone—which
might be true in the hellhole town in which we live.” Lyla threw another
strike, Nolan Ryan-style.
I caught it, stepped back, and said, “Can’t admit when she’s wrong.”
This went on. Dr. Boyce said he’d never had clients make it all the way to
his walls without dropping the beanbag. My wife and I kept our backs to the
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perimeter for six or eight more turns. Lyla threw another and said, “Still has
a crush on Shirley Ebo, this woman who he loved from age second-grade on,
or whatever.”
threw it back and said, “Doesn’t like turnip greens.”
“Scared of the dentist,” Lyla said—that’s how far we’d gotten.
I caught the earth in my mouth.

I’d gotten it in my mind that I could be a sign buyer for the Cracker
Barrel chain of interstate-exit country stores and restaurants. When Lyla and
I went once, I noticed all of their old-timey tin signs scattered across the high
walls, advertisements for Sinclair Gas, Hi-Ho crackers, E&O Beer, Falls City
Beer, Funeral Ahead, True Fruit Fountain Syrup, Hire’s Root Beer, Squirt,
Nehi Grape, Golden Rod Ice Cream, and Old Gold’s dancing box, among
other things. I told Lyla that my father was behind this particular décor. She
didn’t believe me. Seeing as my father turned out to be two things chiefly—a
man who buried stolen items in his backyard and a man who stole any
misspelled sign tacked to a sweet gum tree out of the next house’s eyesight—
I had no choice but to rent a metal detector and scan the acreage that I
inherited, prove to my wife that there were more Cracker-Barrel-type wall
hangings in our soil, and say “I told you so” with my eyes. I didn’t begin
digging, outside of one deep hole. marked off, with spray paint, ex-holes
that seemed to hold metallic interest. Viewed from above, bet the backyard
looked like a waffle iron.
Lyla had talked about picking up adjunct work teaching Intro to
Archeology at a college ten miles away, a place called Anders—though I
called it Philanders—where local Forty-Five students went if their 400 SAT
scores couldn’t get them into other state-supported institutions of higher
learning, namely Clemson and the University of South Carolina. When she
drove around, usually, and ended up at the local library or railroad museum,
I took that detector out and scanned the soil between the house grew up in
and the property line behind which good Pete and Frank Godfrey kept their
prize-winning angus. I skipped over what—over the few months we’d lived
there after my father died and I inherited my childhood home, until we could
figure out who might want to buy the joint—Lyla’d already marked as likely
arrowhead, pottery shard, and Civil War Mini-ball spots, places where she
had, through her archeological training, decided to take soil samples twenty
feet deep with an auger unmeant for anything outside well digging.
found hidden culvert where hundred years earlier an old road must
have run through. I barely remembered my father going out early mornings
to bury various auto parts, an airplane’s propeller, johnboat he stole from
his ex-father-in-law just
he couldn’t catfish on Lake Between, and FortyFive High School’s flagpole. I didn’t know for sure, but felt like my parents’
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silverware was buried right next to the septic tank mouth―which is why I
had to explain to Lyla how I grew up eating with either my hands or plastic
utensils when friends came over. I had a feeling that there were electric fans,
and a thousand black-and-yellow No Trespassing signs, among other things. I
couldn’t tell Lyla that I knew.
I knew that if I moved my father’s stack of heart pine lumber there would
be anything from caskets to memory jugs under there.
Listen, everyone in my hometown of Forty-Five, South Carolina
probably—perhaps rightly—deemed my blood crazy, seeing as my father, over
a thirty-year period, had disassembled, saved, and stored every outbuilding,
barn, and slave shack in a hundred-mile radius of our house. He was forced
to buy extra land just to stack twelve-by-twelve-by-twelve foot pallets of
lumber. After early Cracker Barrel restaurants bought up what they wanted,
he had to wait for chalet-building yuppies to decide that they needed flooring
and walls that could serve as conversation pieces. My father understood all of
this long before. It angered me that I didn’t, and that I—not my father—
would be the person to gain financially.
Y’all’s problem has exactly zero to do with you finding old advertising
signs,” Dr. Boyce said to me. To Lyla he said, “And it’s not about you not
finding what’s been buried. It’s not about heart pine, or dead parents, or
missed opportunities along the way, really. Are you happy, Lyla? Would you
be happier if you got to teach at some point in time, again?”
My wife said, “Yes,” from the other side of the room.
“Are you jealous that Lyla wants a career, Mendal?”
I said, “Not at all.”
Dr. Boyce spread out his arms. “You have both just spoken the truth.”
He clapped his hands. Although no one would believe me later, he actually
quivered his neck back and forth like a baseball player bobblehead doll. “I
know the problem already, but let me tell you what both of you need to do.”
Dr. Boyce motioned for us to stand together in front of his desk. Lyla
said, “On that show I saw you on, you said the colon was more important
than the lungs. Is that true?”
I got better look at his diplomas and certificates. I thought, I’ll five him
Duke, Vandy, and Chapel Hill, but scoffed at an Institute of the Spleen
certification, framed next to one in Glandular Studies. I said, “I’m not an
organ donor but I’m thinking about giving away my pituitary glands so some
little person can grow. How about that?”
The colon’s important,” Dr. Boyce said to my wife. “ might’ve been
exaggerating, though. The guy running everything told me to be somewhat
controversial.”
I said, “What’s that other gland? I might die and donate that other gland
so people can have a better life. I’m that way. So they can spit
and such.”
Boyce said, “ want y’all to hold hands now and close your eyes. don’t
want you to move, or squeeze your palms. Just close your eyes and nod up
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and down for Yes. Don’t even move for No when I ask you these questions.”
I’m not embarrassed to admit that I wanted a drink. I wanted bourbon.
That one waterfall running earlier made me want to pee first and drink
liquor later.
When my wife and had approached the center of the therapist’s office
there on Trade Street, I could tell by the look on Lyla’s face that we weren’t
hopeless as a couple. If Boyce had put a gun to my head, though, I wouldn’t
have been able to explain it.
Boyce said, “I’ll close my eyes, too.”
took the beanbag earth from my mouth and set it on the edge of his
desk. Lyla and held hands. I said, “How’re you going to see us nod up and
down or not if your eyes are closed?”
“Oh, yeah. I messed up. This is a new exercise I developed last week.
Y’all are my first patients to try it on. Let’s start over.” Lyla squeezed my
hand, which, originally, was against the doctor’s rules, I remembered. “I’ll
close my eyes and ask questions. Y’all answer out loud Yes or No, and
pretend I’m not here.”
I said, “That’s better. That’s much better. It’s kind of like having an
invisible wizard in charge, or the voice of God.” Then worried that he’d
think I meant it. “Let’s get this thing going. Are you ready, Slick?”
Lyla said, “I’m ready. I’d still like some answers in regards to the colon
versus the lungs, but I guess I can wait for second session answers.”
Boyce turned his face toward the ceiling and closed his eyes. let go of
Lyla’s hand, picked up the beanbag, and shoved it down the front of my
pants. Boyce said, “Yes or No—I believe that it’s better to be a good person
as opposed to a bad person, and that—although it’s not written in stone, or a
philosopher’s handbook—I have a pretty good idea what the difference is
between good and bad. Yes or No. Y’all can take your time before you
answer.” He spoke in rhythm that might’ve been food had he been
counseling turtles.
Lyla and I tiptoed to the door during most of this speech. She turned the
knob slowly and tried not to laugh. We walked out as the man said, “Let me
repeat it for y’all,” and I bet we had the car cranked before he realized that
we no longer stood inside room with a man who grasped certain
knowledge of both spleen and gland.
I said, “I feel bad, kind of. I’ll send him a check for his time.” The way I
sat driving, beans tumbled from one end of the earth to the other, like an
hourglass in my pants.
My wife pointed at service-station-turned-junk-shop, with old gasoline
memorabilia, out on highway 25. The sign read, I Got Gas. She said, “Pull in
here and let’s check prices on the kinds of things you think you’ll find more
of below your daddy’s soil.”
I turned. “I’ll send this Dr. Boyce guy fifty dollars. Fifty dollars an hour
more money than what anyone deserves.” unbuttoned my pants, pulled

97 ■

https://egrove.olemiss.edu/yr/vol9/iss1/50
a

98

Editors: Volume 9 (2004): Complete issue
Yalobusha Review

down the zipper, and extracted the beanbag. “I gave better advice to dying
men at Forty-Five Longterm Care when I wasn’t but ten years old working
part-time after school for something like a buck-fifty an hour.”
Lyla said, “I have a confession to make. I only wanted you to prove to
me that you’d be willing to see an avant-garde therapist. Just you agreeing to
go lets me know we’re okay.” She leaned over and kissed the side of my
mouth. “You mean weirdo.”
I zipped my pants back up and placed the earth on the dashboard.
Straight ahead I saw a slightly-rusted
sign in much worse condition than
what I believed to remember my father wrapping up in sheets and plastic,
before entombing it in our yard circa 1969. This particular sign at I Got Gas
stood on edge, propped against an old Gulf pump. I said to Lyla, “I’d ve
gone to an acupuncturist with you, honey. I’d ve gone to a rebirthologist
who found a way to incorporate aromatherapy in her sessions.”
A round white man with silver sideburns shaved into cowboy boot
silhouettes came out of the stucco filling station. He held his arms out to
showcase his wares. I rolled down my window. “Evathang’s thutty percent
off,” he yelled out. Take the price tag and mult-ply by point seven. That’s
thutty percent off.”
Lyla stepped out of the car. She said, “Hey,” and approached the Esso
sign. “You want $175 for this?” she asked the man.
I got out and said, “Where’d you get your gasoline memorabilia? Have
you been saving these things all along?” The man looked like a department
store Santa Claus who’d gotten bored with shaving and left the sharp-edged
muttonchops. He looked like the Skipper on Gilligan's Island, like every
other football coach/driver’s ed teacher at South Carolina lowcountry
schools, like that actor who played the warden in Cool Hand Luke.
“Oh, I get it,” he said. He didn’t make eye contact.
I looked at him and noticed immediately that he owned the same squint
as my father. This man had seen the future and stolen these signs over the
years faster than a man on second base looking at the opposing team’s
catcher. Lyla said, “What’s the best you can do on that sign?”
The parking area was plain flat brown dirt. My wife stood with her hands
on her hips, palms backwards, elbows out like a domesticated turkey. She
stood as erect as a soldier’s dream. And although I thought I loved Lyla most
when we stole out of Dr. Boyce’s office, it felt like Novocain got shot into
my heart there at I Got Gas.
Strother Martin-with-sideburns said, “That’s it. That’s the best price can
do. One thing in America these days—people always pay good money to get
a sign.”
We took back roads to Forty-Five, as if there were any four-lanes between
my old hometown and anywhere else. Lyla kept her feet propped up on the
dashboard. “The problem is, nobody in Forty-Five would buy old advertising
signs if indeed you have a cache hidden in Dad’s back acreage. We need to
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move to a place with more upwardly-mobile people our age. But then the
cost of living outside South Carolina will end up being too much, you
know.” She stared ahead. “We need a backhoe.”
shook my head sideways. “Maybe you can go over to Anders College,
find some kids who’re interested in archeology even though they don’t have
a full-fledged professor or course, then hire them out. It’ll be like work
study.” I dodged a racer crossing the road. “I need to sell off all that heart
pine cheap, to expose the ground.” We drove. didn’t mention to Lyla that I
never saw my life peaking at four-to-ten feet beneath the topsoil of my
boyhood haunts. I kept from saying how wished we’d gone west some time
earlier, to at least try our luck in the movies. “I’m not sure want to know
everything that my daddy put to rest on his land. Maybe he only told me his
only wife and my mother disengaged herself from our home when was a
child. Maybe my father was one of those men who accidentally shoved a
woman’s head onto a sharp countertop, then had no choice but to bury the
body and accuse abandonment before friends, neighbors, relatives, and
coworkers could formulate other scenarios.”
Lyla turned her visor down and looked at herself in the mirror. “What’s a
rebirthologist?” she asked.
said, “Listen. don’t know how to say this. You never knew my father
very well. mean, he acted pretty normal around you most of the time. But
he wasn’t normal. When he brought me up the best he could, he was flat-out
nuts from the get-go. I’m just saying, I don’t know if want to know all
that’s buried back behind the house.”
She flipped up the visor and squinted. “You started it, Mendal. You’re the
one who rented the metal detector, not me. What’re you talking about?”
“My mother didn’t have a plate in her head. She had no fillings in her
teeth. I’ll dig, but no backhoe. Promise me no backhoe.”
Lyla put her feet on the floorboard. She shifted in her seat. “We don’t
have to do anything, if you don’t want. It’s your house.”
“Our house. You know that.”
“Look, I’m happy. Sure, wouldn’t mind living in town that could offer
more than The Sound of Music, The Music Man, and Oklahoma at its Little
Theatre.” We crossed into Graywood County. Lyla said something about my
watching for stray dogs crossing the road unexpectedly. “Or that didn’t have
the audacity to call its old-timey drugstore and rifle collection The Museum.
But that’s all right. I’m fully optimistic that Forty-Five’s only a tiny, tiny
stepping stone on our path to a better life.”
I honked the horn and grinned and nodded like a trick horse. I didn’t tell
Lyla how—after I’d gone off to college—my father went through suicidal
phase, how he stacked newspapers and kerosene-soaked rags in every room,
and replaced the windows with magnifying glass.
said, “I read somewhere about rebirthology. People go through this
thing when their lives are so messed up that the only cause they can see has
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to do with their emergence into this world. Like maybe a man’s head came
out cocked, or an arm got stuck sideways too long. I read about it. I’m
betting that if one of us could disguise our voice, we could call up Dr. Boyce
and he’d be able to explain it better.”
Lyla put her left hand on the gearshift, which always made me nervous.
She said, “People. What’re they thinking? You get cards from the dealer and
you either play or fold. There is no re-dealing in the five-card-draw of life.”
put my right hand on top of hers, on top of the gearshift, not wanting
us—even by accident—to hit Neutral or Reverse. Lyla pointed and said,
“Watch out for that pack of chows ahead. What’s with people coming over
the county line to drop off their wild and unwanted strays?”
I didn’t tell her my theory or stories.

It was still seventy degrees outside the second week of December. Lyla
and had made a pact earlier that I wouldn’t use the metal detector until we
could work together as a team—after she quit applying for jobs nearby—
together, like the goofy Curies, or Briggs and Stratton, or Currier and Ives.
Between our aborted therapeutic meeting with Dr. Boyce and Lyla’s final
examination, promised to only print up some business cards, set up a
website, and talk to anyone between those “Antique Roadshow” and “Raise
Antiques Here!” television programs.
was to sell every length of heart pine my father ever unhinged, and deep
down knew that it’d get me enough money to buy three east coast vacation
houses between Cape Hatteras and Tybee Island. In my daydreams I knew
that the man who would buy my wood would see me as nothing more than a
rube living atop a gold mine, willing to sell heart pine for a dollar a foot
where he’d get upwards of twenty. I would probably stand in the yard and
oversee his forklift-into-semi operation.
This man would pay cash up front and nearly skip to his eighteen-wheeler
when the last piece of 2x12 settled.
“It’s going to be kind of like giving up your favorite dog,” Lyla would
say when our yard lifted upwards for excavation. “Even I feel sad. I can’t
imagine what you’re going through.”
I couldn’t imagine, though. I didn’t. It’s what my father intended. He
might not have brought me up in a way that would make ministers and talk
show hosts beam, but he never gave up on his odd notions about what
people needed, or wanted, or coveted. He was right. I’m sure there’s a
second-generation pecan, apple, or peach tycoon who feels similarly. After the
place got cleared, I could get a herd of goats if I wanted. I could start taking
in the stray dogs that roamed my county while waiting for the earth’s
rotation to slow down
they could find their original owners, the people
who opened a passenger-side door and shoved them out into mysterious,
sad, unfortunate sterile place.
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On the night before our landscape would be made barren, Lyla stood
next to me outside. She’d fixed a pitcher of margaritas and we only stood. I
don’t want to sound New Age or anything, but I could hear what my father
buried beneath; heard his stolen signs and borrowed gimcracks sigh with
what weight had encumbered them over the years. Across the way, Pete and
Frank Godfrey’s livestock bellowed away, as if they, too, understood what
obstacles would no longer hinder the horizon. The cattle looked at Lyla and
me as if they couldn’t figure out if they should move or stay for spectacle.
Lyla said, “The field rats and mice will be moving our way. Their homes
will be gone, you know.”
“Uh-huh,” I said. “Copperheads.” looked at the nighttime sky. Six
planes flew overhead, blinking lights. “We’re small, small people. Not you
and me, Lyla. I mean, you and I are small people, too. But good goddamn. I
don’t feel so great about myself here.”
I’m not sure where my wife’s gaze drifted, or what she really thought.
Me, tried to remember what my father had sold off all ready, what my
grandfather had old from his daddy. I wondered what my odd Irish ancestors
had held or foresaw valuable outside of friendship and drink, Truth and
tradition. Lyla hummed song I didn’t know. No meteors showered across
the sky as would happen in a sentimental Hollywood production.
By midnight, I was asleep cross-legged on the ground where I got
trained. And dreamed and dreamed and dreamed of Lyla and me living
elsewhere without conscience, of my father explaining how he saved and
buried yardsticks once all the talk of a metric system emerged.
Lyla nudged me awake. She took me to what was once my parents’
bedroom, told me she loved me, and held her hand on my forehead. “You
were talking in your sleep outside,” she said. “'Shirley Ebo, Shirley Ebo.’
Why don’t you call up her daddy and see if she’s living nearby still.”
“Shirley Ebo’s not in Forty-Five,” I said. “Before we were even in college
she said she’d stay, and said I’d be leaving forever. It’s how things work
out, always. Backwards.”
Lyla rolled over in bed and told me that she’d once seen a documentary
on educational television about the elongated grieving process between men
and the women with whom they’d lost their virginities. It could be worse,
she told me. It might get worse, but we could always seek help, again, to feel
better. I’m not sure if I—always the pessimist—said something about
Houdini again, or if I just thought about him.

101 ■

https://egrove.olemiss.edu/yr/vol9/iss1/50

102

Editors: Volume 9 (2004): Complete issue
Yalobusha Review

Katherine Rhodes Fields

► 102

Published by eGrove, 2004

103

Yalobusha Review, Vol. 9 [2004], Art. 50
Yalobusha Review

Jack Butler

So here we are again after all these years,
So here we are again after all these years,
reduced to poetry, the only thing that doesnt hurt,
the only place you dont have to pretend. Not by choice.
Not too bad. I could have coffee if I wanted to.
The world passes by and I let it. smoke. Yellow aspen out the window.
Just as much fall here as it is anywhere else.
Im dying but so is everybody else.
Maybe Im not dying as fast as I think I am.
Reconcile the heart.
Serve the days measure.
Write.
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THE CHATTAHOOCHEE
REVIEW
Fiction
Poetry
Reviews
Nonfiction
Interviews
Published quarterly by
Georgia Perimeter College
Subscriptions
$16 one year
$30 two years
$40 three years

$ 1,000 Annual Lamar York
Prize for Nonfiction
Address
The Chattahoochee Review
2101 Womack Road
Dunwoody GA 30338-4497
Telephone: 770.551.3019
www.chattahoochee-review.org

► 106

Published by eGrove, 2004

107

Yalobusha Review, Vol. 9 [2004], Art. 50

LIMESTONE
A Journal of Art & Literature
poetry ■ fiction ■ photography ■ art

Limestone is published biannually by
graduate students in the Department of English
at the University of Kentucky.

Send original and innovative fiction, poetry and
to
the address below.
accept unsolicited submissions yearround. Please see specific guidelines at our website.

SUBSCRIBE
Single issue for $6.00, one-year for $12.00 (two issues), and
two-year for $20.00 (four issues). Back issues also available
for $4.00 each. Please make checks payable to Limestone,
and send to the
below.

Limestone
Department of English
University of Kentucky
1215 Patterson Office Tower
Lexington, KY 40506

Visit us at: www.uky.edu/AS/English/Limestone/index
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New Poems and Lyric Essays
Translations from the Chinese and French
Please send me
copy(ies) of VoL XXXIII, No. 2 at $7 each.
Please enter my subscription for _______ year(s) beginning with issue _____.
Rates: $11 /year; $20/2 years. Seneca Review is published twice yearly, spring and fall
Make check payable to Seneca Review and mail orders to Deborah Tall, Editor,
Seneca Review,
Hobart and William Smith Colleges, Geneva, NY 14456. Or visit our
website at

www.hws.edu/SenecaReview
Name:
Address:
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Poetry • Fiction • Art • Essays • interviews
Based at the University of California-Irvine,
Faultline features established and emerging
writers and artists from across the U.S.

contributions to the annual spring edition include
poetry by Amy Gerstler and Virgil Suárez, fiction

by Maile Meloy, and miniature sculpture by

Rachelle Rojany. We also host the Ahio Scott Watt
Poetry Contest with a first prize of $1000. Look

for Volume 11 in bookstores this year and find

contest rules on our website,

Cur entis ue$10. 0,samplebackis ue$5.0 . Sendal cor espondenceto:Fault ine, Journal of Art & Literature
Department of English & Comparative Literature
Irvine,CA92697-2650

faultline@uci.edu
www.humanities.uci.edu/faultline
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Indiana Review
announces a special issue devoted to

WRITING BETWEEN CULTURES
Stories, poems, essays, and images that explore
and complicate the ways race, gender, class,
national identity, and sexuality collide and overlap.

Featuring
Fiction
Terese Svoboda and Sejal Shah,
Poetry by Lucia Perillo, Roy Jacobstein,
Alice Friman and Timothy Liu,
Translations
of Emmanuel Moses (by Marilyn Hacker)
Nonfiction by Viet Dinh.
and an Interview with Marilyn Chin.
Visit our website: www.indiana.edu/~inreview
for submission details, back issues, excerpts
of published work, and contest guidelines.
Contest Deadlines:

Poetry 3/29/2004) • 1/2 K 6/14//2004) • Fiction (10/2004)

A Notice to our friends:
Renew or become a new subscriber
before April 1, 2004 to lock in our 2003 rates
and receive our special Writing Between Cultures issue.
One year (two issues). $14: Two years (four issues), $26
(Writing Between Cultures issue only, $8)
Make check or money order payable o?

Indiana Review
465 Ballantine Hall, 1020 East Kirkwood Ave., Bloomington, IN 47405
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160 Courthouse Square
Oxford, Mississippi

(662) 236-2262
Fax (662) 234-9630
Orders (800) 648-4001
books@squarebooks.com
www squarebooks.com

OPEN DAILY
9:00 a.m. - 9:00 p.m.
Fri. & Sat until 10:00 p.m.
Sunday 10:00 a.m. p.m.

s e n s e™
Independent Bookstores for Independent Minds
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MFA
at The University

Mississippi

rite in Oxford, Mississippi, the town that
Faulkner made famous. The Department
of English announces a new M.EA. in fiction and
poetry. Ours is a highly selective program that
emphasizes both creative and academic work.

W

Faculty
barry hannah, M.FA. director
fiction
david galef, MFA. administrator
fiction
ann fisher-wirth
poetry

John and Renée Grisham Programs
One-Year Writer-in-Residence

Visiting Writers Series

Darcey Steinke

Madison Smartt Bell

Philip Levine

Tim Gautreaux

Claude Wilkinson

Robert Hass

W.S. Merwin

Mary Hood

Steve Yarbrough

Carl Hiaasen

Czeslaw Milosz

Shay Youngblood

Jane Jirshfield

Robert Pinsky

Tom Franklin

Randall Kenan
T. R. Pearson

Galway Kinnell

Pattiann Rogers

Mark Richard

Yusef Komunyakaa

W.D. Snodgrass

Deadline for completed applications: February 1
For applications, contact:
The Graduate School
The University of Mississippi
P.O. Box 1848
University,
38677-1848
phone: 662-915-7474
fax: 662-915-7577
e-mail: gschool@olemiss.edu
website: www.olemiss.edu/depts/english/engl-mfa.html

Rowan Oak, Faulkner's home
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UNIVERSITY OF MISSISSIPPI
For

more information:
Contact Graduate Coordinator
Department of Art
University of Mississippi
(662)915-7193
Graduate School
(662) 915-7474
information, catalog &
online application
http://www.olemiss.edu
gschool@olemiss.edu

Master of Fine Arts
Ceramics, Painting, Sculpture, Printmaking

MA

Master of Arts
Art Education

"...one of America's best small art towns...."
Located in Oxford Mississippi, one of America's best small
art towns, the University
Mississippi is 80 miles southwest
of the international hub of Memphis, Tennessee.
The art department offers programs that are uniquely tailored
to meet the needs of each student. Our rural setting nourishes
ense studio activity in the midst of a close art community.

Visit our website: www.olemiss.ed
Email: art@olemiss.edu

u/d

epts/art
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